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PREFACE. 




HIS book is an abridged edition of the hymn and 
tune book of the same name published by the 
American Unitarian Association. As in the earlier 
volume, while a wide range of spiritual thought and 
feeling is covered, specially full provision is made of hymns of 
faith in the Eternal Goodness, joy and hope, consecration, and 
love to God and man. In some instances, one or two words 
have been changed to adapt the hymn to the needs of our 
worship. Other alterations are designated by a dagger after 
the author's name. On the other hand, a great many original 
readings are here restored ; and a few hymns have been recently 
changed by their authors. 

The large number of hymns in unusual metres is owing to 
the fact that many beautiful tunes have been composed in these 
metres, enabling hymns before unprovided with music to be 
used in public worship. As a general rule, these metres are 
placed first in each section, followed by long, common, and 
short metres. 

By arrangement with the owner of the copyright, a large 
number of pages of "Hymns of the Church Universal" have 



lY PREFACE. 

been duplicated and incorporated with this book. Grateful ac- 
knowledgment is made to Prof. J. Estlin Carpenter, Rev. W. 
Garrett Horder, Rev. John Hunter, and Rev. A. W. Oxford, 
for help received from their collections of hymns; to the au- 
thors who have kindly permitted me to include their hymns ; 
and to Messrs. D. Appleton and Co., Messrs. £. P. Dutton and 
Co., Messrs. Houghton, Mifflin and Co., and Messrs. A. D. F. 
Randolph and Co., for their permission to use copyrighted 
material. 

MARY WILDER TILESTON. 



PREFACE BY THE EDITOR OF THE MUSIC 




N this collection of hymn-tunes it has been the aim 
of the Editor to include, so far as possible, old 
tunes whose associations or musical value warrant 
their retention ; when a new or unfamiliar tune is 
given, a more familiar one of the same metre has, if practicable, 
been put on the opposite page. There will be found a number 
of English tunes, which, although new to most of our congre- 
gations, have been tested by years of use in other branches of 
the Christian Church. As many of them have not been named 
by their composers, names are here given them for convenience 
in use, designated by an asterisk in the Index of Tunes and 
in the Index of Metres. There are also a number of German 
Chorales which have been sung in the churches of Germany 
for the last two or three hundred years. 

Acknowledgment is gratefully made to Henry S. Cutler« 
Mus. D., for " All Saints " (Cutler) ; to the Oliver Ditson Co. 
for " Bethany ; *' to Mr. J. Remington Fairlamb for " Vicaria ; " to 
Mr. John W. Tufts for "Adoration" and " I Look to Thee;" to 
Mr. Samuel A. Ward for "Materna;" and to the Outlook Co. 
for the tune of "Armstrong," by Mr. George W. Chadwick. 

ARTHXJR FOOTE. 
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I , ** Ifi* mercy is tverleuiiMg.^ 

From all that dwell below the skies, 
Let the Creator's praise arise ; 
Let the Redeemer's name be sung 
Through every land, by every tongue. 

Eternal are thy mercies. Lord ; 

Eternal truth attends thy word : 

Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore, 

Till suns shall rise and set no more. Amen. 

Isaac Watts. 
2« " Exalt tkt Lord our GodJ* 

Be thou, O God I exalted high ; 

And, as thy glory fills the sky, 

So let it be on earth displayed, 

Till thou art here, as there, obeyed. Amen. 

Tat« and Brady. 
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** Tht Lordrtigtuik ; Uttht tarth rtfoicor 

Lo, God is here f let us adore, 
And humbly bow before his face ; 
Let all within us feel his power. 
Let all within us seek his grace. 

Lo, God is here I him, day and night, 
United choirs of angels sing ; 
To him, enthroned above all height. 
Heaven's host their noblest praises bring. 

Being of beings I may our praise 

Thy courts with grateful incense fill ; 

Still may we stand before thy face, 

Still hear and do thy sovereign will Amen. 

Gerhard Tersteegen. Tr. by John Wesley. 
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WORSHIP AND PRAISE. 



NIC^A. Irregular. 




4. 



"^Hoty^ My, My, Lord God Almighty, which tmw, 
and is, and is to comoV 

Holy, holy, holy. Lord God Almighty! 

Early in the morning our song shall rise to thee; 
Holy, holy, holy ! Merciful and Mighty 1 

Who wert, and art, and evermore shalt be. 

Holy, holy, holy! all the saints adore thee. 

Casting down their golden crowns around the glassy sea. 

Cherubim and seraphim falling down before thee. 
Who wert, and art, and evermore shalt be. 

Holy, holy, holy! though the darkness hide thee, 
Though the eye of sinful man thy glory may not see. 

Only thou art holy, there is none beside thee, 
Perfect in power, in love, and purity. 

Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty! 

All thy works shall praise thy name in earth, and sky, and sea; 
Holy, holy, holy! Merciful and Mighty! 

Who wert, and art, and evermore shalt be. Amen. 
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WORSHIP AND PRAISE. 

Father, thou art calling, calling to us plainly; 

To the spirit comes thy loving message evermore; 
Holy One, uplift us, nor forever vainly 

Stand calling us and waiting at the door. 

In the whirling tempest and the storm thou livest, 
In the rain, and in the sweetness of the after-glow; 

Summer's golden bounty, winter's snow, thou givest, 
And blooming meadows where sweet waters flow. 

Clearer still and dearer is thy voice appealing, 

Deep within the spirit's secret being speaking lows 

Enter, O our Father 1 truth and life revealing; 
From every evil free us as we go. 

In thee living, moving, unto thee uprearing 

All the hope and jo)rfulness and trust that fill the soul, 

Father, we adore thee, asking naught nor fearing; 
We cannot wander from thy sweet control. 

Jama VDa Blaka. 
'* U^ka weri, and mrt^ amd tvtrmoirt ihdU Ar." 

Bring, O Mom, thy music ! Bring, O Night, thy hushes I 
Oceans, laugh the rapture to the storm-winds coursing free ! 

Suns and stars are singing. Thou art our Creator, 
Who wert, and art, and evermore shalt be I 

Life and Death, thy creatures, praise thee. Mighty Giver 1 
Praise and prayer are rising in thy beast and bird and tree: 

Lo ! they praise and vanish, vanish at thy bidding, — 
Who wert, and art, and evermore shalt be ! 

Light us ! lead us ! love us ! cry thy groping nations. 
Pleading in the thousand tongues, but naming only thee, 

Weaving blindly out thy holy, happy purpose, ■=— 
Who wert, and art, and evermore shalt be I 

life nor Death can part ns, O thou Love Eternal, 

Shepherd of the wandering star and souls that wayward flee ! 

Homeward draws the spirit to thy Spirit yearning, — 
Who wert, and art, and evermore shalt be 1 

Wniiim C Ganotct 
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CLOISTERS, xi.ii.ii : 5. 



Sir Joseph Baxmbt. 
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** T*^ Lord is my Sktpkerd^ I shall net ttwn/.** 

Father Almighty, bless us with thy blessing, 
Answer in love thy children's supplication ; 
Hear thou our prayers, the spoken and unspoken 
Hear us, our Father! 



Shepherd of souls, who bringest all who seek thee 
To pastures green, beside the peaceful waters; 
Tenderest Guide, in ways of cheerful duty, 
• Lead us, good Shepherd 1 



Father of mercy, from thy watch and keeping 
No place can part, nor hour of time remove us; 
Give us thy good, and save us from our evil. 
Father Almighty 1 Amen. 

Berwick HynnuiL t 



WORSHIP AND PRAISE. 
INTEGER VIT-ffi. 11.11.11:3. 
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F. F. Flimmino. 
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" TJkg darkmtst kzdttk not from thtt,** 

Now God be with iis, for the night is closing, — 
The light and darkness are of his disposing, 
And 'neath his shadow here to rest we yield us. 
For he will shield us. 

Let holy thoughts be ours when sleep o'ertakes us. 
Our earliest thoughts be thine when morning wakes ua | 
All day serve thee, in all that we are doing 
Thy praise pursuing. 

As thy beloved, soothe the sick and weeping. 
And bid the captive lose his griefs in sleeping ; 
Widows and orphans, we to thee commend then^ 
Do thou befriend them. 

We have no refuge ; none on earth to aid us. 
Save thee, O Father, who thine own hast made us ; 
But thy dear Presence will not leave them lonely. 
Who seek thee only. 

Father, thy Name be praised, thy Kingdom given. 
Thy will be done on earth as 't is in heaven ; 
Keep us in life, forgive our sins, deliver 
Us now and ever. Amen. 

Petma Uecbeit, ejM. Tr. fay CatheriM 



WORSHIP AND PRAISE. 



LYONS. iaio:iMi. 



Arranged from Haydn. 




Oh, worship the King, all-glorious above ! 

Oh, gratefully sing his power and his love! 
Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of Days, 
Pavilioned in splendor, and girded with praise. 



Oh, tell of his might, oh, sing of his grace, 
Whose robe is the light, whose canopy space ! 
His chariots of wrath the deep thunder-clouds form. 
And dark is his path on the wings of the storm. 

The earth with its store of wonders untold. 
Almighty, thy power hath founded of old. 
Hath 'stablished it fast by a changeless decree. 
And round it hath cast, like a mantle, the sea. 

Thy bountiful care what tongue can recite? 

It breathes in the air, it shines in the light, 
It streams from the hills, it descends to the plain. 
And sweetly distils in the dew and the rain. 



Fran chUdren of dust, and feeble as frail. 
In thee do we trust, nor find thee to faO ; 
Thy mercies how tender, how firm to the end. 
Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend 1 



Amen. 

Sir Robert Gniit. tS)^ 
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I. 8.7.87:8^.7. 

{Allan Gott in dtr Hbh set £Ar,) 



NicoLAUS Decius. 1526? 
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10. 



**Andwktn we cried utiio iie Lord God qfomr 
/aikors^ tki Lord hoard our voice.** 



We come unto our fathers' God ; 

Their Rock is our Salvation ; 
The Eternal Arms, their dear abode, 

We make our habitation : 
We bring thee, Lord, the praise they brought, 
We seek thee as thy saints have sought 

In every generation. 

Their joy unto their Lord we bring ; 

Their song to us descendeth ; 
The Spirit who in them did sing. 

To us his music lendeth ; 
His song in them, in us, is one ; 
We raise it high, we send it on, — 

The song that never endeth ! 

Ye saints to come, take up the strain ^- 
The same sweet theme endeavor 1 

Unbroken be the golden chain 1 
Keep on the song forever ! 

Safe in the same dear dwelling-place, 

Rich with the same eternal grace. 

Bless the same boundless Giver ! Amen. 

Thomas H. GilL 
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'* Lordf thou hast been our dweliing-^iaee im edl 
generation*** 



Lord, thou hast been our dwelling-place 

In every generation ; 
Thy people still have known thy grace. 

And blessed thy consolation ; 
Through every age thou heardst our cry. 
Through every age we found thee nigh. 

Our strength and our salvation. 

Our cleaving sins we oft have wept, 
And oft thy patience proved ; 

But still thy faith we fast have kept, 
Thy name we still have lovfed ; 

And thou hast kept and loved us well. 

Hast granted us in thee to dwell. 
Unshaken, unremov^d. 

No, nothing from those arms of love 
Shall thine own people sever ; 

Our Helper never will remove. 
Our God will fail us never. 

Thy people. Lord, have dwelt in thee ; 

Our dwelling-place thou still wilt be 
For ever and for ever. Amen. 

Thomas H.Gilli 
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RUSSIAN HYMN. io.io:iaio. 

I 1 



Alexis Thsodorb Lwofp. 
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12. 



Wipram tktt, O Lord. 

We praise thee, Lord, with earliest morning ray; 
We praise thee with the glowing light of day : 
All things that live and move, by sea and land, 
Forever ready at thy service stand. 

Thy Christendom is singing night and day, 

*' Glory to him, the mighty God, for aye, 

By whom, through whom, in whom, all beings are I " 

Grant us to echo on the song afar. 



Thy name supreme, thy kingdom, in us dwell, 
Thy win constrain and feed and guide us well : 
Guard us, redeem us in the evil hour ; 
For thine the glory, Lord, and thine the power 1 
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AMEN. 
Johann Franck, 1619-1677. t 



** Cmmt Mr to htar ti^ tovitigkindness in tke MAntlrv*" 

Tone: Pax Dbi. 

Father, the watches of the night are o*er; 
To light and life the soul has risen once more; 
Blessed be thou, who, through the helpless hours, 
Hast kept in deepest peace her slumbering powers. 

Father, the watches of the day are here ; 
More than from those of night we have to fear; 
By rude cares troubled, by temptations pressed. 
Through the day-watches. Father, give us rest! Ameh. 

Diidplet' Hyraii-Book. 
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PAX D£I« 10.10: xo.ia 



Rev. J. B. I>YRBS. 
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O Father Spirit, who with gentlest breath 
Dost calm and teach, dost comfort or reprove. 
Who givest us all joy and hope and faith, 
Through whom we live at peace with all in love i 

Now shed thy mighty influence abroad 

On souls that would their Father's image bear; 

Make us as holy temples of our God, 

Where dwells forever calm, adoring prayer. Amen. 



C. J. p. Spittib 



** Tkt God ^peac9 maJk§ jam Ptf^fici im avtwy good work to do kiswUL** 

O Thou, the primal fount of life and peace, 
Who shedd'st thy breathing quiet all around. 
In me command that pain and conflict cease, 
And turn to music every jarring sound. 

So, firm in steadfast hope, in thought seour. 

In full accord with all thy world of joy, 

May I be nerved to labors high and pure. 

And thou thy child to do thy work employ. Amkn. 



John Staffaf. 
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WORSHIP AND PRAISE. 



FABEN. 8.7. Double. 



J. H. WiLLCOX. 
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Holy Spirit, source of gladness. 

Come with all thy radiance bright ; 
O'er our weariness and sadness 

Breathe thy life and shed thy bght I 
Send us thine illumination, 

Banish all our fears at length ; 
Rest upon this congregation, 

Spirit of unfailing strength I 

Let that love, which knows no measure. 

Now in quickening showers descend, 
Bringing us the richest treasure 

Man can wish or God can send : 
Hear our earnest supplication ; 

Every struggling heart release ; 
Rest upon this congregation, 

Spirit of untroubled peace ! 

Pan] Gerlnnlt 
Samuel LongfeUowi 
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" Th* Gpd o/pgact five yeu peaet mim^§ 
ijaiimeoMS.*' 



Peace be to this congregation ! 

Peace to every heart therein 1 
Peace, the earnest of salvation ; 

Peace, the fruit of conquered sin ; 
Peace, that speaks the heavenly Giver ; 

Peace, to worldly minds unknown ; 
Peace, that floweth, as a river, 

From the eternal Source alone. 

O thou God of Peace, be near us, 

Fix within our hearts thy home ; 
With thy bright appearing cheer us, 

In thy blessed freedom come. 
Come with all thy revelations,. 

Truth which we so long have sought ; 
Come with thy deep consolations, 

Peace of God which passeth thought 1 

Charles Wesley. 
Samuel Longfellow. 
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GREENVILLE. 8.7. Double. 



J. J. Rousseau. 




y Q * Nm» Hu Lord o/peaet Jdmttlf gio€ yw /M«r 
^ ^ • mlttays h »U mfom." 

Part in peace I is day before us? 

Praise his name for life and light : 
Are the shadows lengthening o'er us? 

Bless his care who guards the night. 
Part in peace 1 with deep thanksgiving ; 

Rendering, as we homeward tread, 
Gracious service to the living, 

Tranquil memory to the dead. 

Part in peace ! such are the praises 

God, our Maker, loveth best ; 
And the worship that upraises 

Human hearts to heavenly rest. 
Part in peace ! our duties call us ; 

We must serve as well as praise ; 
Ask not what may here befall us ; 

Leave to God the coming days. 

Sarah Flower Adains.t 
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*'T»g works ^hu hands ar» verity amd wudomu^ 



There 's a wideness in God's mercy. 

Like the wideness of the sea ; 
There *s a kindness in his justice, 

Which is more than liberty. 
For the love of God is broader 

Than the measures of man's mind. 
And the heart of the Eternal 

Is most wonderfully kind. 

But we make his love too narrow 

By false limits of our own ; 
And we magnify his strictness 

With a zeal he will not own. 
If our love were but more simple, 

We should take him at his word ; 
And our lives would be all sunshine 

In the sweetness of our Lord. 

Frederick W. Fuber 
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WORSHIP AND PRAISE. 



WENDELL. 8.7. Double. 



H. K. Outer. 
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f( 






Love divine, all loves excelling, 

Joy of heaven to earth come down ; 
Fix in us thy humble dwelling, 

All thy faithful mercies crown. 
Father, thou art all compassion, — 

Pure, unbounded love thou art ; 
Visit us with thy salvation, 

Enter every trembling heart 

Breathe, oh, breathe thy loving Spirit 

Into every troubled breast ; 
Let us all in thee inherit. 

Let us find thy promised rest 
Come, almighty to deliver. 

Let us all thy life receive : 
Graciously come down, and never. 

Never more thy temples leave. Amen. 

Charles Wesley, f 
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Praiu tMt Lord, 



Praise the Lord ; ye heavens adore him ; 

Praise him, angels, in the height ; 
Sun and moon, rejoice before him ; 

Praise him, all ye stars of light. 
Praise the Lord, for he hath spoken ; 

Worlds his mighty voice obeyed ; 
Laws, which never shall be broken. 

For their guidance he hath made. 

Praise the Lord, for he is glorious ; 

Never shall his promise fail j 
God hath made his saints victorious ; 

Sin and death shall not prevail. 
Praise the God of our salvation ; 

Hosts on high his power proclaim ; 
Heaven and earth, and all creation. 

Praise and magnify his name. Amen. 

1796. 
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BEECHER. 8.7. Double. 



John Zundel. 
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** In att ag§9 tnUring holy $o»A,^ 

Light of ages and of nations 1 

Every race, and every time, 
Has received thine inspirations, 

Glimpses of thy truth sublime. 
Always spirits in rapt vision 

Passed the heavenly veil within, 
Always hearts bowed in contrition 

Found salvation from their sin. 

Reason's noble aspiration 

Truth in growing clearness saw ; 
Conscience spoke its condemnation. 

Or proclaimed the Eternal law. 
While thine inward revelations 

Told thy saints their prayers were heard, 
Prophets to the guilty nations 

Spoke thine everlasting word. 



Lord, that word abideth ever ; 

Revelation is not sealed ; 
Answering now to our endeavor. 

Truth and Right are still revealed. 
That which came to ancient sages, 

Greek, Barbarian, Roman, Jew, 
Written in the soul's deep pages. 

Shines to-day, forever new 1 

Samuel LongfeUow. 
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Ltt the peaet o/GodrnU in your htarU.* 






Father, give thy benediction. 

Give thy peace before we part ; 
Fill our minds with truth's conviction. 

Calm with trust each anxious heart. 
Let thy voice, with sweet commanding, 

Bid our griefs and struggles end ; 
Peace, which passeth understanding. 

On our waiting spirits send. Amsn. 

Samnel Loogfdloi 
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AXMINSTER. 8.7. Double 



Sir Joseph Barnbt. 
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Oil "Omg erkdumU mmaikgrt mmd taid^ Htfy% 

Round the Lord in glory seated 

Cherubim and seraphim 
Filled his temple, and repeated 

Each to each the alternate hymn. 
*' Lord, thy glory fills the heaven, 

Earth is with its fulness stored ; 
Unto thee be glory given, 

Holy, holy, holy Lord." 

Heaven is still with glory ringing. 

Earth takes up the angels' cry, 
** Holy, holy, holy," singing, 

'' Lord of hosts, the Lord most High." 
With his seraph train before him, 

With his holy Church below, 
Thus unite we to adore him, 

Bid we thus our anthem flow : 

** Lord, thy glory fills the heaven. 
Earth is with its fiihiess stored ; 

Unto thee be glory given. 
Holy, holy, holy Lord," 



Thus thy glorious name confessing. 

We adopt thine angels* cry, 
" Holy, holy, holy," blessing 

Thee, the Lord of hosts most High. Amen. 

Richard Mant t 
2^« Our Sum ami Shield, 

Far fi-om mortal cares retreating, 

Sordid hopes and fond desires. 
Here, our willing footsteps meeting, 

Every heart to heaven aspires. 
From the fount of glory beaming, 

Light celestial cheers our eyes, 
Mercy from above proclaiming 

Peace and pardon from the skies. 

Blessings all around bestowing, 

God withholds his care from none ; 
Grace and mercy ever flowing 

From the fountain of his throne. 
Lord I with favor still attend us, 

Bless us with thy wondrous love ; 
Thou, our sun and shield, defend us ; 

All our hope is fix)m above. 

John Tf^rlor. 179^ 
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STOCK WELL. 8.7 : 8.7. 

4^ 



D. E. JoNU. 




26 



^AttthiHgt wtrk iogtthir/9rgO0dto ikim that 

God is love ; his mercy brightens 
All the path in which we rove ; 

Bliss he wakes and woe he lightens ; 
God is wisdom^ God is love. 

Chance and change are busy ever ; 

Man decays, and ages move ; 
But his mercy waneth never ; 

God is wisdom, God is love. 

E'en the hour that darkest seemeth 
Will his changeless goodness prove ; 

From the mist his brightness streameth ; 
God is wisdom, God is love. 

He with earthly cares entwineth 
Hope and comfort from above ; 

Everywhere his glory shineth ; 
God is wisdom, God is love. 

Sir John Bowring. 
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« " Tht L9rd it tmjf artngtk and n^ a^vatiam.* 

Father, hear the prayer we offer ! 

Not for ease that prayer shall be, 
But for strength, that we may ever 

live our lives courageously. 



Not forever in green pastures 

Do we ask our way to be ; 
But the steep and rugged pathway 

May we tread rejoicingly. 

Not forever by still waters 

Would we idly quiet stay ; 
But would smite the living fountains 

From the rocks along our way. 

Be our strength in hours of weakness ; 

In our wanderings, be our guide ; 
Through endeavor, failure, danger. 

Father, be thou at our side I Amen. 

Hymns of the Spirit 
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"Steaute tkoH kast betn tny h§lpt ihtr^ftf In ikt 



Lo 1 the day of rest declineth, 
Gather fast the shades of night ; 

May the Sun that ever shineth 
Fill our souls with heavenly light 

While thine ear of love addressing. 
Thus our parting hymn we sing. 

Father, give thine evening blessing ; 
Fold us safe beneath thy wing. Amen. 

Chtndlf Robbiafc 
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ITHAMA& CONKEY. 
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Gim tar, O Shepherd of Israel. 
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Israel's Shepherd, guide me, feed me 

Through my pilgrimage below, 
And beside the waters lead me, 

Where thy flock rejoicing go. 
Lord, thy pardoning presence ever, 

Meekly kneeling, I implore ; 
I have found thee, and would never, 

Never wander from thee more. 

John Bidcereteth. 
« In ike crass of Christ I glory. ^ 

In the cross of Christ I glory, 
Towering o'er the wrecks of time : 

All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 

When the woes of life o'ertake me, 
Hopes deceive, and fears annoy. 

Never shall the cross forsake me : 
Lo 1 it glows with peace and joy. 

When the sun of bliss is beaming 
Light and love upon my way. 

From the cross the radiance streaming 
Adds more lustre to the day. 

Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure. 

By the cross are sanctified ; 
Peace is there that knows no measure, 

Joys that through all time abide. 



tr i ^ f i f 
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In the cross of Christ I glory. 
Towering o'er the wrecks of time ; 

All the light of sacred story 

Gathers round its head sublime. 

Sir John Bowring. iSaj. 
The Conflict of Life, 



Onward, onward, though the region 
Where thou art be drear and lone ; 

God hath set a guardian legion 
Very near thee, — press thou on 1 

By the thorn-road, and none other, 
Is the mount of vision won ; 

Tread it without shrinking, brother ! 
Jesus trod it, — press thou on ! 

By thy trustful, calm endeavor. 
Guiding, cheering, like the sun, 

Earth-bound hearts thou shalt deliver ; 
Oh, for their sake, press thou on 1 

Be this world the wiser, stronger. 
For thy life of pain and peace ; 

While it needs thee, oh, no longer 
Pray thou for thy quick release ; 

Pray thou, undisheartened, rather, 
That thou be a faithful son ; 

By the prayer of Jesus, — " Father, 
Not my will, but thine, be done ! " 

Samnd Johnaoa. 184^ 
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" 0$a ifZiim^ tk£ Ptr/tetion of btamty^ God hath 

thifUd.'* 

For the beauty of the earth, 
For the beauty of the skies, 
For the love which from our birth 
Over and around us lies ; 
Father, unto thee we raise 
This, oui hymn of grateful praise. 

For the beauty of each hour 
Of the day and of the night, 
Hill and vale, and tree and flower, 
Sun and moon, and stars of light, 
Father, unto thee we raise 
This, our hymn of grateful praise. 



For the joy of ear and eye. 

For the heart and mind's delight, 

For the mystic harmony 

Linking sense to sound and sight ; 

Father, unto thee we raise 

This, our hymn of grateful praise. 

For each perfect gift of thine. 

Unto us so freely given, 

Graces human and divine. 

Peace on earth, and joy in heaven ; 

Father, unto thee we raise 

This, our hymn of grateful praise. Amen. 

FoUioCt S. PSerpointf 
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REGENT SQUARE. 87 : 8.7 : 4.7. 



Henry Sbcart. 
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iMui mtina piaht^k: 



»» 



Guide me^ O thou great Jehovah ! 

Pilgrim through this barren land : 
I am weak, but thou art mighty ; 

Hold me with thy powerful hand : 
Bread of heaven ! 

Feed me till I want no more. 

Open now the crystal fountain, 
Whence the healing waters flow : 

Let the fiery, cloudy pillar 

Lead me all my journey through : 

Strong Deliverer ! 
Be thou still my strength and shield. 

When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid my anxious fears subside : 

Cleave the flood, and stay the waters ; 
Land me safe on Canaan's side : 

Songs of praises 
I will ever give to thee. 

William Williams. 1773 t 



r 

He who suns and worlds upholdeth 
Lends us his upholding hand ; 

He the ages who unfoldeth 

Doth our times and ways command. 

God is for us ; 
In his strength and stay we stand. 

He who sage and seer instructed 
Will not keep from us his lore ; 

Who those ancient saints conducted 
Hath not given his guiding o'er. 

God is for us. 
Helpful now as heretofore. 

Onward, upward, doth he beckon ; 

Onward, upward, would we press ; 
As his own our burdens reckon, 

As our own his strength possess. 
God is for us ; 

God, our Helper, still we bless. Amen. 

Thomaa H. GtIL 
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ZION. 8.7 : a; s 4.7. 



Thomas Hastings. 




^ Q 9 DUmiuwm, 

Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing ; 

Fill our hearts with joy and peace ; 
Let us each, thy love possessing, 

Itiumph in redeeming grace : 

Oh, refresh us, 

TVavelling through this wilderness. 

Thanks we give, and adoration, 
For thy gospel's joyful sound ; 

May the fruits of thy salvation 
In our hearts and lives abound 1 

Ever feithful 
To the truth may we be found. Amen. 

John FawGett(^) 
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S^ttik : for thy tervani kem^Hk}* 



In thy name, O Lord, assembling, 

We thy people now draw near : 
Teach us to rejoice with trembling; 

Speak, and let thy servants hear; 
Hear with meekness, — 

Hear thy word with godly fear- 
While our days on earth are lengthened. 

May we give them. Lord, to thee, 
Cheered by hope, and daily strengthened. 

May we run, nor weary be ; 
Till thy glory 

Without cloud in heaven we see- Amen. 

Thomu Kelly. 1815. 
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CULFORD. 7. Doable. 
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£. J. Hopkins. 
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" irAae I lw0 wiU liaise tk* Lord. 



tff 



Praise to God, immortal praise, 
For the love that crowns our days I 
Bounteous Source of every joy, 
Let thy praise our tongues employ. 
For the blessings of the field, 
For the stores the gardens yield ; 
Flocks, that whiten all the plain, 
Yellow sheaves of ripened grain : 

All that Spring with bounteous hand 
Scatters o'er the smiling land ; 
All that liberal Autumn pours 
From her rich o'erflowing stores, — 
These to thee, my God ! we owe, 
Source whence all our blessings flow ; 
And for these my soul shall raise 
Grateful vows and solemn praise. 
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Yet, should rising whirlwinds tear 
From its stem the ripening ear ; 
Should the vine put forth no more, 
Nor the olive yield her store ; 
Yet to thee my soul should raise 
Grateful vows and solemn praise ; 
And, when every blessing 's flown, 
Love thee for thyself alone ! 

Anna L. Barbanld. 
*^PraiuyetJkeL9rdr 

Hark, my soul, how everything 
Strives to serve our bounteous King : 
Each a double tribute pays. 
Sings its part, and then obeys. 
Nature's chief and sweetest choir 
Him with cheerful notes admire ; 
Chanting every day their lauds, 
While the grove their song applauds. 
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BLUMENTHAL. 7* Double. 



Jacques Blumenthal. 
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Though their voices lower be, 
Streams have, too, their melody ; 
Night and day they warbling run, 
Never pause, but still sing on. 
All the flowers that gild the spring 
Hither their still music bring ; 
If Heaven bless them, thankful they 
Smell more sweet and look more gay. 

Only we can scarce afford 
This short office to our Lord ; 
We, on whom his bounty flows, 
All things gives, and nothing owes. 
Wake, for shame, my sluggish heart, 
Wake, and gladly sing thy part ; 
Learn of birds, and springs, and flowers, 
How to use thy nobler powers. 

John Atutia. 1668. 



30* " ^'"^y '^ tfuUyt art the Um^ o/God^*^ 

Light of life, seraphic Fire I 
Love divine, thyself impart : 
Every fainting soul inspire ; 
Enter every drooping heart : 
Every mournful sinner cheer ; 
Scatter all our guilty gloom ; 
Father, in thy grace appear. 
To thy human temples come. 

Come, in this accepted hour. 
Bring thy heavenly kingdom in ; 
Fill us with thy glorious power. 
Rooting out the seeds of sin : 
Nothing more can we require ; 
We will covet nothing less : 
Be thou all our heart's desire, 
All our joy, and all our peace. Amen. 

CbwlM Wnl«y. 



22 



WORSHIP AND PRAISE. 



PLE YEL>. 77 : 77* 



IGNAZ TLKVOm 




Thanks for mercies past receive, 
Pardon of our sins renew ; 
Teach us, henceforth, how to live 
With eternity in view. 

Bless thy word to old and young ; 
Grant us. Lord, thy peace and love ; 
And, when life's short race is run, 
Let us dwell with thee above I Amen. 

John Newton. t 
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**0A, und^iUlhy light and thy tntiA; Utthtm 
Uadm0.* 



Sovereign and transforming Grace I 
We invoke thy quickening power ; 

MUNUS. 7777. 



Reign the spirit of this place, 
Bless the purpose of this hour. 

Holy and creative Light ! 
We invoke thy kindling ray ; 
Dawn upon our spirits' night, 
Turn our darkness into day. 

To the anxious soul impart 
Hope all other hopes above ; 
Stir the dull and hardened heart 
With a longing and a love. 

Work in all ; in all renew. 

Day by day, the life divine ; 

All our wills to thee subdue. 

All our hearts to thee incline. Amen. 

Frederic H. Hedge. 

J. B. Calkin. 

V 




PtYTTY^ 



'ii^iJ i J I '\ \ iiii \ ^ij^ 



i 



WORSHIP AND PRAISE. 

POSEN. 77 : 7.7. 
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Georg Christoph Strattner. 
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" ^/ e^MV MMu/, /rav in peace, and tkg God 
^love and peace shall be with you,* 

As the sun's enlivening eye 
Shines on every place the same, 
So the Lord is always nigh 
To the souls that love his name. 



When they move at duty's call, 
He is with them by the way ; 
He is ever with them all, — 
Those who go and those who stay* 

From his holy mercy-seat 
Nothing can their souls confine ; 
Still in spirit may they meet. 
And in sweet communion join. 

For a season called to part. 
Let us then ourselves commend 
To the gracious eye and heart 
Of our ever-present Friend. 

Father, hear our humble prayer I 
Tender Shepherd of thy sheep, 
Let thy mercy and thy care 
All our souls in safety keep. 

In thy strength may we be strong; 
Sweeten every cross and pain ; 
Give us, if we live, ere long 
Here to meet in peace again. Amen. 

John Ntwtoo. 
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" PrmiMo the Lord** 

All ye nations, praise the Lord I 
All ye lands, your voices raise ! 
Heaven and earth, with loud accord, 
Praise the Lord, forever praise I 

For his truth and mercy stand, 
Past and present and to be, 
like the years of his right hand. 
Like his own eternity. 

Praise him, ye who know his love I 
Praise him, from the depths beneath ! 
Praise him, in the heights above ! 
Praise your Maker, all that breathe ! Amen 

James Montgomery. iSas. 
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As the hartpanUth after the toater-hrookst 90 
panUth my soul e^fter thee» O God** 



Thirsting for a living spring. 

Seeking for a higher home ; 
Resting where our souls must cling. 

Trusting, hoping. Lord, we come. 

Glorious hopes our spirits fill. 
When we feel that thou art near; 

Father I then our fears are still. 
Then the soul's bright end is clear. 

Make us beautiful within. 

By thy spirit's holy light ; 
Guard us when our £siith bums dhn. 

Father of all love and might I Amen. 

Frank P. Ap^etoB 
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WORSHIP AND PRAISE. 



NUN DANKET. 67:6.7:6.6:6.6 



JORANN CrUGBR. 
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Hymm <^ Tkank$givi$tg, 



Now thank we all our God, 

With heart and hands and voices : 
Who wondrous things hath donev 

In whom his world rejoices ; 
Who from our mother's arms 
Hath blessed us on our way 
With countless gifts of love, 
And still is ours tonlay. 

Oh, may this bounteous God 
Through all our life be near us, 

With ever joyful hearts 
And blessed peace to cheer us ; 



And keep us in his grace, 
And guide us when perplexed. 
And free us from all ills 
In this world and the next. 

All praise and thanks to God 

The Father now be given ; 
We lift our hearts to him 

Who reigns in highest heaven ; 
The one eternal God 
Whom earth and heaven adore} 
For thus it was, is now, 
And shall be evermore. Amsn. 

Martin Rinlurt 1644* Tr. CathMiiM Wiakiiorth. i 
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LAUDES DOMINI. 6.6.6:6.6.6. 
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Sir Joseph Barnbt. 
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" Sing forth tht tunor of hit namt ; mutkt hia 
praut gUriata** 



When morning gilds the skies^ 
My heart awaking cries, 

Thy name, O Lord, be praised I 
Alike at work and prayer 
To thee do I repair ; 

Thy name, O Lord, be praised I 

When sleep her balm denies, 
My silent spirit sighs. 

Thy name, O Lord, be praised I 
When evil thoughts molest, 
With this I shield my breast, 

Thy name, O Lord, be praised I 

Does sadness fill my mind? 
A solace here I find, 
Thy name, O Lord, be praised I 



Or fades my earthly bliss? 
My comfort still is this. 
Thy name, O Lord, be praised I 

In heaven's eternal bliss 
The loveliest strain is this. 

Thy name, O Lord, be praised I 
Let earth and sea and sky, 
From depth to height reply. 

Thy name, O Lord, be praised ! 

Be this, while life is mine. 
My canticle divine. 

Thy name, O Lord, be praised 1 
Be this the eternal song, 
Through all the ages on, 

Thy name, O Lord, be praised I Amen. 

Gemuui, tSaS. Tr. bjr Edward CaswalL t 
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Imv0eaii»tt, 

C0ME9 thou Almighty King I 
Help us thy name to sing ; 

Help us to praise 1 
Father all-glorious, 
O'er all victorious, 
Come and reign over us. 

Ancient of Days 1 

Come, thou all-gracious Lord, 
By heaven and earth adored 1 

Our prayer attend I 
Come, and thy children bless; 
Give thy good word success ; 
Make thine own holiness 

On us descend. 
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StrtMgth^ Lavtt Mid Li^L 

Come, thou almighty Will ! 
Our fainting bosoms fill 

With thy great power : 
Strength of our good intents. 
Our tempted hour's defence, 
Calm of faith's confidence. 

Come, in this hour ! 

Come, thou most tender Love I 
Within our spirits move, 

Their sweetest guest : 
Extinguish passion's fire, 
Exalt each low desire, 
To deeds of love inspire, 

Quickener and Rest 1 



Never from us depart ; 


Come, Light serene and still 1 


Rule thou in every heart. 


Our darkened spirits fill 


Hence, evermore. 


With thy clear day : 


Thy sovereign majesty 


Guide of the feeble sight, 


May we in glory see, 


Star of grief's darkest night, 


And to eternity 


Reveal the path of right. 


Love and adore* Amen. 


Show us thy way 1 Amen. 


Anon, before X7S7*t 


Hymni of the Spirit 
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DARWALL. 6.6.6.6:8^. (H.M.) 



Rev. John Darwau. 
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Now, Lord, we part awhile, 
But still in spirit joined, 
Embrace the happy toil 
Thou hast to each assigned : 
And while we do thy blessed will. 
We bear our heaven about us still. 



Oh, let us thus go on 

In all thy pleasant ways ! 

And armed with patience ran 

With joy the appointed race : 
Keep us, and every seeking soul. 
Till all attain the heavenly goal 

There we shall meet again, 
When all our toils are o'er. 
And death, and grief, and pain, 
And parting are no more, 
In the new earth and heaven above,- 
The world of righteousness and love. 
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ALL SAINTS. (Wareham.) L.M. 



W. Knapp. 
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** My mouth shall sfieah the ^rais* 0/ th* L&rA, and Ut 
all figsh biess his hofy name for ever and far ever.** 

My God, my King, thy various praise 
Shall fill the remnant of my days ; 
Thy grace employ my humble tongue, 
Till death and glory raise the song. 

The wings of every hour shall bear 
Some thankful tribute to thine ear, 
And every setting sun shall see 
New works of duty done for thee. 

Thy truth and justice I '11 proclaim ; 
Thy bounty flows, an endless stream ; 
Let distant times and nations raise 
The long succession of thy praise. 

But who can speak thy wondrous deeds? 
Thy greatness all our thoughts exceeds ; 
Vast and unsearchable thy ways, 
Vast and immortal be thy praise. Amen. 

Isaac Watts. 
X • ** "^^y ^^ ^ ^^^*** ^^ «arth as it is in heaven,** 

SPiRrr of grace and health and power, 
Fountain of life and light below, 
Abroad thy healing influence shower, 
O'er all the nations let it flow. 

Inspire our hearts with perfect love, 
In us the work of faith fulfil ; 
So not heaven's hosts shall swifter move, 
Than we on earth, to do thy will. 



On thee we cast our care ; we live 
Through thee, who know'st our every need ; 
Oh, feed us with thy grace, and give 
Our souls this day the living bread. 

Thine, Lord, we are, and ours thou art ; 
In us be all thy goodness showed ; 
Renew, enlarge, and fill our heart, 
With peace, and joy, and heaven, and God. 

Amen. 

John Wnley. 

■^ ^ " BeeoMse then hast Seen tny he/^, there/are in the 
^ ^« shadew efthy wings wi/ 1 rejoice** 

God, my God, my All thou art ! 
Ere shines the dawn of rising day. 
Thy sovereign light within my heart. 
Thy all-enlivening power, display ! 

In blessing thee with grateful songs. 
My happy life shall glide away : 
The praise that to thy name belongs. 
Hourly, with lifted hands, I '11 pay. 

Thy name, O God, upon my bed 
Dwells on my lips, and fires my thought ; 
With trembling awe, in midnight shade, 

1 muse on all thy hands have wrought 

In all I do I feel thine aid ; 
Therefore thy greatness I will sing, 
O God, who bidst my heart be glad 
Beneath the shadow of thy wing ! Amen. 

Chariet Wesley 
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Henry Baker. 
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O God, whose presence glows in all 
Within, around us, and above ! 
Thy word we bless, thy name we call. 
Whose word is Truth, whose name is Love, 

That truth be with the heart believed, 
Of all who seek this sacred place ; 
With power proclaimed, in peace received, - 
Our spirits' light, thy Spirit's grace. 

That love its holy influence pour. 
To keep us meek and make us free, 
And throw its binding blessing more 
Round each with all, and all with thee* 

Send down its angel to our side ; 
Send in its calm upon the breast : 
For we would know no other guide, 
And we can need no other rest. 

N. L. Frothingham. 



A Psalm /fr tkt L^tTi iXgr. Pa. zdL 



Sweet is the work, my God, my King, 
To praise thy name, give thanks, and sing ; 
To show thy love by morning light. 
And talk of all thy truth at night 



My heart shall triumph in my Lord, 
And bless his works, and bless his word ; 
Thy works of grace, how bright they shine ! 
How deep thy counsels, how divine ! 

Soon shall I see, and hear, and know 
All I desired or wished below ; 
And every power find sweet employ 
In that eternal world of joy. 

laaac Watts. 



" JV(Mv, therefore, eur God^ «nr thank thee, mmd 
praise thy glorious name,** 



55 

We thank thee. Lord, for this fair earth, 
The glittering sky, the silver sea, 
For all their beauty, all their worth, 
Their light and glory, come from thee. 

Yet teach us still how far more fair. 
More glorious. Father, in thy sight, 
Is one pure deed, one holy prayer, 
One heart that holds thy Spirit's might. 

So while we gaze, with thoughtful eye. 

On all the gifts thy love has given. 

Help us in thee to live and die, 

By thee to rise from earth to heaven. Ameh. 

George E. L. Cocioa 
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LUTHER'S CHANT, L.M. 



C. Zzuim. 
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Pjo/Mhia. 



God, thou art my God alone ; 
Early to thee my soul shall cry, 
A pilgrim in a land unknown, 

A thirsty land, whose springs are dry. 

Yet, through this rough and thorny maze, 

1 follow hard on thee, my God : 
Thine hand unseen upholds my ways ; 
I lean upon thy staff and rod. 

Tliee, in the watches of the night. 
When I remember, on my bed. 
Thy presence makes the darkness light ; 
Thy guardian wings are round my head. 

Better than life itself thy love. 
Dearer than all beside to me ; 
For whom have I in heaven above, 
Or what on earth, compared with thee? 

Praise with my heart, my mind, my voice, 

For all thy mercy, I will give ; 

My soul shall still in God rejoice ; 

My tongue shall bless thee while Hive. Amen. 

James Mootcomcry. 
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Tk4Bnad9/LiJf, 



Father, supply my every need ; 

Sustain the life thyself hast given ; 

Oh, grant the never-failing bread, 

The manna that comes down from heaven I 

The gracious fruits of righteousness. 
Thy blessings' unexhausted store, 
In me abundantly increase, 
Nor ever let me hunger more. Amen. 

Charles Wesley. 
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L0O§ Divimg, 



O Love Divine, whose constant beam 
Shines on the eyes that will not see, 
And waits to bless us while we dream 
Thou leav*st us when we turn from thee I 

All souls that struggle and aspire, 
All hearts of prayer, by thee are lit ; 
And, dim or clear, thy tongues of fire 
On dusky tribes and centuries sit 

Nor bounds, nor clime, nor creed thou know'st 
Wide as our need, thy favors fall ; 
Tlie white wings of the Holy Ghost 
Stoop, seen or unseen, over all. 

John G. Whittiar. 
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EDGEMOOR. L.M. 



Henry Smart, 
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p« ^ '* TA* Lord is good to aU ; and kit tender tnercies 
^\^* ore over all kts works" 

There *s not a bird with lonely nest 
In pathless wood or mountain crest, 
Nor aught beside, which does not share, 
O God ! in thy paternal care ! 

Each barren crag, each desert rude. 
Holds thee within its solitude ; 
And thou dost bless the wanderer there. 
Who makes his solitary prayer. 

In busy mart and crowded street, 
No less than in the still retreat, 
Thou, Lord, art near, our souls to bless 
With all a father's tenderness ! 

And every moment still doth bring 
Thy blessings on its loaded wing ; 
Widely they spread through earth and sky. 
And last to all eternity 1 

Baptist W. NMl.t 
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** Blessed are they wkkk dwell in thy house ; ihtf 
will be sttU praising thee.** 



Our God ! where'er thy people meet. 
There they behold thy mercy-seat ; 
Where'er they seek thee, thou art found. 
And every place is hallowed ground. 



For thou, within no walls confined, 
Inhabitest the humble mind ; 
Such ever bring thee where they come. 
And, going, take thee to their home. 

Here may we prove the power of prayer. 
To strengthen faith, and sweeten care. 
To teach our faint desires to rise, 
And bring all heaven before our eyes. 

Amen. 

William Cowper. 
God s Law and Love, 

O THOU, in whom we live and move. 
Whose love is law, whose law is love. 
Whose present spirit waits to fill 
The soul that comes to do thy will ! 

Unto our waiting spirits teach 
Thy love, beyond the powers of speech ; 
And bid us feel, with joyful awe, 
The omnipresence of thy law. 

Its patient working doth fulfil 
Man's hope, and God's all-perfect will. 
Nor suffers one true word or thought, 
Or deed of love, to come to naught. 

Such faith, O God ! our souls sustain. 
Free, true, and calm, in joy and paia. 
That even by our fidelity 
Thy kingdom may the nearer be 1 Amen. 

Samuel Longfellow. 
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HAMBURG. I.M. 



Amncad bom Gntoriin Tom I. by LowKU. IlAtoa. 
1=1: 





62. 



SMimi the InvitOU, 



Eternal and immortal King I 
Thy peerless splendors none can bear ; 
But darkness veils seraphic eyes, 
When God with all his lustre 's there. 

Yet faith can pierce the awful gloom, 
The great Invisible can see ; 
And with its tremblings mingle joy. 
In fixed regards, great God, to thee. 

Then every tempting form of sin, 
Shamed in thy presence, disappears ; 
And all the glowing, raptured soul, 
The Ukeness it contemplates, wears. 

O ever conscious to my heart, 
Witness to its supreme desire ! 
Behold, it presseth on to thee, 
For it hath caught the heavenly fire. 

This one petition would it urge,— 
To bear thee ever in its sight ; 
In life, in death, in worlds unknown^ 
Its only portion and delight 1 

Philip Doddridge. 175$. 
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Psaime. 



Nations, attend before his throne 
With solemn fear and sacred joy ; 
Know that the Lord is God alone, — ; 
He can create, and he destroy. 

His sovereign power, without our aid. 
Made us of clay, and formed us men ; 
And when, like wandering sheep, we strayed. 
He brought us to his fold again. 

We are his people, we his care. 
Our souls, and all our mortal frame : 
What lasting honors shall we rear, 
Almighty Maker, to thy name ? 

We '11 crowd thy gates with thankful songs ; 
High as the heavens our voices raise ; 
And earth, with her ten thousand tongues, 
Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise. 

Wide as the world is thy command. 
Vast as eternity thy love ; 
Firm as a rock thy truth must stand. 
When rolling years shall cease to move. 

Isaac Watts. 
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CAMDEN. L.M. 



J. Baptists Calkin. 



■ Jj |„ j | j j i lil ztt n 




64. 



" Wt^aiu thett O God^ cm aekmnvUdgt tk€$ U 
b9 tfu Lord:' 



Thee we adore, eternal Lord ! 
We praise thy name with one accord ; 
Both heaven and earth do worship thee, 
Thou Father of Eternity I 

To thee aloud all angels cry, 

The heavens, and all the powers on high ; 

Thee, holy, holy, holy King, 

Lord God of Hosts, they ever sing. 

The apostles join the glorious throng ; 
The prophets swell the immortal song ; 
The martyrs' noble army raise 
Eternal anthems to thy praise. 

From day to day, O Lord, do we 
Highly exalt and honor thee ; 
Thy name we worship and adore, 
World without end, for evermore. Amen. 

St. Ambrose. 
Tr. by John Gambold. 

" Our heart thaU rtjok* m kim^ becaia* wt have 
trusted in his hcly uauu.** 

O God, I thank thee for each sight 
Of beauty that thy hand doth give, — 
For sunny skies, and air, and light; 
O God, I thank thee that I live. 

That life I consecrate to thee ; 
And ever, as the day is bom. 
On wings of love my soul would flee, 
And thank thee for another mom. 
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Another day to do, to dare. 
To tax anew my growing strength ; 
To arm my soul with faith and prayer, 
And so reach heaven and thee at length. 



Caroline A. 



Ok, that men would ^raiee the Lord** 
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Ye sons of men, your glory wake. 
To God your hearts and voices raise ; 
He calls on you to lead the lays 
That from his happy creatures break. 

All tribes and tongues, your incense bring, - 
The fragrant offering of your praise ; 
And beautify life's common ways 
With grateful thoughts that upward spring. 

Ye faithful servants of the Lord, 
Be works of love your harp of song ; 
In loyal service calm and strong. 
Your daily praises be outpoured. 

Ye holy, humble men of heart, 
Be perfect peace your blissful dower. 
With praises fill each tranquil hour, 
And dwell from strife and guile apart. 

All people, lifl your song above. 
In sweet accord with Nature's choir ; 
And strike your heart's melodious lyre, 
To laud his name and bless his love. 

Richard WiUoiv 
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GEER. CM. 



H. W. Grkatokex. 
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«* Tk* Lord n^ bint his Pfo^wiik 

The Lord be with us as we bend 

His blessing to receive ; 
His gift of peace upon us send, 

Before his courts we leave. 

The Lord be with us as we walk 

Along our homeward road ; 
In silent thought or friendly talk 

Our hearts be still with God. 

The Lord be with us till the night 

Shall close the day of rest ; 
Be he of every heart the light, 

Of every home the guest. 

And when our nightly prayers we say, 
His watch he still shall keep, 

Crown with his peace his own blest day. 
And guard his people's sleep. 

John EUerton. 
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> / thank tktt andfraUt ikee^ O thou God 
^ my fathers** 



O God of ages ! by whose hand 

Thy people still are fed ; 
And who, through this same pilgrimage. 

Hast all our fathers led, — 

Our vows, our prayers, we now present 

Before thy throne of grace ; 
God of our fathers ! be the God 

Of their succeeding race. 



Through each perplexing path of life 
Our wandering footsteps guide ; 

Give us each day our daily bread. 
And raiment fit provide. 

Oh, spread thy covering wings around. 
Till all our wanderings cease. 

And at our Father's loved abode 
Our souls arrive in peace. Amen. 

Philip Doddridge. 
Alt by John Logan. t 

' Thaij^ mit^hi 6e fiOod with ail the fulness of God: 
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Thou Fount of blessing, God of love, 
To thee our hearts we raise ; 

Thine all-sustaining power we prove, 
And gladly sing thy praise. 

Thine, wholly thine, we long to be ; 

Our sacrifice receive ; 
Made and preserved and saved by thee, 

To thee ourselves we give. 

To thee our every wish aspires, 

For all thy mercy's store ; 
The sole return thy love requires 

Is that we ask for more. 

For more we ask ; we open, Lord, 
Our hearts to embrace thy will ; 

Renew us by thy quickening word ; 
With all thy fiilness fill. Amen. 

Chufes Wedey.t 
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DEDHAM. Cll 



W. Gardiner. 
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We love the venerable house 

Our fathers built to God ; 
In heaven are kept their grateful vows. 

Their dust endears the sod. 

Here holy thoughts a light have shed 

From many a radiant face. 
And prayers of tender hope have spread 

A perfume through the place. 

And anxious hearts have pondered here 

The mystery of life, 
And prayed the Eternal Spirit clear 

Their doubts and aid their strife. 

From humble tenements around 

Came up the pensive train. 
And in the church a blessing found. 

Which filled their homes again. 

For faith, and peace, and mighty love. 

That from the Godhead flow, 
Showed them the life of heaven above 

Springs from the life below. 

They live with God, their homes are dust ; 

But here their children pray. 
And, in this fleeting lifetime, trust 

To find the narrow way. 

Ralph Waldo EmeiMo. 
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7I« F^ the SMrU^ Truth. 

Thou long disowned, reviled, oppressed, 
Strange friend of human kind, 

Seeking through weary years a rest 
Within our hearts to find, — 

How late thy bright and awful brow 
Breaks through these clouds of sin 1 

Hail, Truth Divine I we know thee now ; 
Angel of God, come in. 

Come, though with purifying fire 

And desolating sword : 
Thou of all nations the desire. 

Earth waits thy cleansing word. 

Struck by the lightning of thy glance, 

Let old oppressions die ! 
Before thy cloudless countenance 

Let fear and falsehood fly ! 

Anoint our eyes with healing grace^ 

To see, as ne'er before. 
Our Father, in our brother's face. 

Our Master, in his poor. 

Flood our dark life with golden day ; 

Convince, subdue, enthrall : 
Then to a mightier yield thy sway. 

And Love be all in all ! 

Eliza Scttdder iSte. 
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A. R. Rbinagul 
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" TAtf skiningr tigkU thai thimih mort and 
nwr€ tmto the prrfect day*** 

Spirit of Truth 1 our fathers reared 

Thy temple, stone by stone, 
Till o'er its holiest shrine appeared, — 

" Glory to God alone." 

And, through each lingering age, while death 

Dispersed the faithful band. 
They nobly passed, with parting breath, 

Thy torch from hand to hand. 

But now, around the temple walls, 

Thy girded servants throng ; 
On watching eyes the daybreak falls, 

No plaint is heard, " How long? " 

For see, the broadening light fulfils 

Our waiting hearts' desire, 
It pales our watch-fires on the hills, — 

We tune the silent lyre. 

Spirit divine, the slumbrous world 

With heavy eyes unsealed. 
Will wake to find thy flag unfurled, 

Thy host command the field. 

Thy watchwords pass from soul to soul, 

Thy conquests none can stay ; 
Earth's noblest seek the shining goal 

Of thy triumphant sway. Amen. 

Andrew Chalmen. 
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O Light, from age to age the same, 

Forever living Word, — 
Here have we felt thy kindling flame. 

Thy voice within have heard. 

Here holy thought and hymn and prayer 
Have winged the spirit's powers, 

And made these walls divinely fair, ^ 
Thy temple. Lord, and ours. 

What visions rise above the years, 

What tender memories throng. 
Till the eye fills with happy tears. 

The heart with grateful song ! 

Vanish the mists of time and sense ; 

They come, the loved of yore. 
And one encircling Providence 

Holds all for evermore. 

Oh, not in vain their toil who wrought 
To build faith's freer shrine, — 

Nor theirs whose steadfast love and thought 
Have watched the fire divine. 

Bum, holy fire, and shine more wide I 

While systems rise and faU, 
Faith, hope, and charity abide. 

The heart and soul of all. 

Frederidc L. Hotoufc 
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Scotch Psalter (1615). 
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TV D^mm Lamdamau 



O God, we praise thee, and confess 

That thou the only Lord, 
And everlasting Father art, 

By all the earth adored. 

To thee all angels cry aloud ; 

To thee the powers on high, 
Both cherubim and seraphim, 

Continually do cry : 

O holy, holy, holy Lord, 
Whom heavenly hosts obey ; 

The world is with the glory filled 
Of thy majestic sway. 

The apostles' glorious company, 
And prophets crowned with light. 

With all the martyrs' noble host. 
Thy constant praise recite. 

The holy church throughout the world, 

O Lord, confesses thee, 
That thou eternal Father art. 

Of boundless majesty. 

We magnify thee day by day, 

And ever worship thee ; 
Vouchsafe to keep us. Lord, this day. 

From sin and danger free. Amen. 

Naham Tate. 1703. 



7S * ^** inward H^Ungu. 

O THOU whose Spirit witness bears. 

Within our spirits free. 
That we thy children are and heirs 

Of thine eternity, — 

Here may this simple faith sublime 

O'er-arch us like the sky ; 
Secure below the drift of time 

Its firm foundations lie. 

Our thought o'erflows each written scroll, 

Our creeds arise and fall ; 
The life of God within the soul 

Lives and outlasts them all. 

Here may that witness clearer grow, 

Each waiting heart within. 
The way of filial duty show. 

And glad obedience win. 

Here be life's sorrows sanctified. 
Here truth her radiance pour ; 

While hope and faith and love abide. 
Forever more and more ! 

Frederick h, Hoeiner 
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RATHFARNHAM. S.M 

I I 



J. B. Calkin. 
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Our day of praise is done ; 
The evening shadows fall ; 
But pass not from us with the sun, 
True Light that lightenest all 

.Around the throne on high. 
Where night can never be, 
The white-robed harpers of the sky 
Bring ceaseless hymns to thee. 

Too faint our anthems here ; 
Too soon of praise we tire ; 
But oh, the strains, how full and clear, 
Of that eternal choir 1 



OLNEY. S.M. 



im t€trtk, aa it it in htavtn^ 



Yet, Lord, to thy dear will. 
If thou attune the heart, 
We in thine angels' music still 
May bear our lower part. 

T is thine each soul to calm. 
Each wayward thought reclaim, 
And make our life a daily psaUn 
Of glory to thy name ; 

A little while, and then 
Shall come the glorious end ; 
And songs of angels and of men 
In perfect praise shall blend. 

John EIlertoB. 

Lowell Mason. 
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ST. GEORGE. S.M. 



H. J. Gauktlett. 
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- This tithe day which the Lvrdhat made ; 
we will rejoice and be glad in «f.'~ 



I If 



TfflS is the day of light 1 
Let there be light to-day ; 
O Dayspring, rise upon our night, 
And chase its gloom away. 

This is the day of rest ! 
Our failing strength renew ; 
On weary brain and troubled breast 
Shed thou thy freshening dew. 

This is the day of peace I 
Thy peace our spirits fill ! 
Bid thou the blasts of discord cease, 
The waves of strife be still. 

This is the day of prayer I 
Let earth to heaven draw near : 
Lift up our hearts to seek thee there ; 
Come down to meet us here. 

This is the first of days 1 
Send forth thy quickening breath, 
And wake dead souls to love and praise, 
O Vanquisher of death ! Amen. 

John EMertoD. 1867. 
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'^ Abide with utt/er ike dt^it/ar^etu:' 

The day, O Lord, is spent ; 
Abide with us, and rest ; 
Our hearts' desires are fully bent 
On making thee our guest 

We have not reached that land. 
That happy land, as yet. 
Where holy angels round thee stand. 
Whose sun can never set 

Our sun is sinking now ; 
Our day is almost o'er ; 
O Sun of righteousness, do thou 
Shine on us evermore 1 Amen. 

John MasoD Neale. 

Thy name. Almighty Lord, 
Shall sound through distant lands , 
Great is thy grace, and sure thy word ; 
Thy truth forever stands. 

Far be thine honor spread. 
And long thy praise endure. 
Till morning light and evening shade 
Shall be exchanged no more. Amen. 

Isaac Watts. 
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MORNING AND EVENING. 



DAWN. xx.io:xi.io. 



Sir JoBif STAnnaL 
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•' Oky tend out thy ligfU and thy indk ; A/ them lend nu.** 

Now, when the dusky shades of night retreating 

Before the sun's red banner swifdy flee ; 
Now, when the terrors of the dark are fleeting, 

O Lord, we lift our grateful hearts to thee* 

Look from the height of heaven, and send to cheer us 
Thy light and truth, and guide us onward still ; 

Still let thy mercy, as of old, be near us. 
And lead us safely to thy holy hill. Amen. 

Gregory tb« GrttL About 60a Tr. Anaoymoiia. 
•* Let me die the death of the HghUout, and lit my Uut end be like hit.'' 

O Strength and Stay upholding all creation, 

Who ever dost thyself unmoved abide. 
Yet day by day, the light in due gradation 

From hour to hour through all its changes guide; 

Grant to life's day a calm, unclouded ending, 

An eve untouched by shadows of decay, 
The brightness of a holy death-bed blending * 

With dawning glories of the eternal day. Amen. 

John EllertoD. From the 
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VENTNOR. iMo: ii.io 



Sir JosKPR Barnby. 
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• WlUnlawake^ lam tUBwitk tkM,» 

Still, stOl with thee, when purple morning breaketh, 
When the bird waketh and the shadows fiee ; 

Fairer than morning, lovelier than the daylight, 
Dawns the sweet consciousness, I am with thee I 

Alone with thee, amid the mystic shadows, 
The solemA hush of nature newly bom ; 

Alone with thee in breathless, adoration, 
In the calm dew and freshness of the mom. 

Still, still with thee ! as to each new-bom morning 
A fresh and solemn splendor still is given. 

So doth this blessed consciousness, awaking, 
Breathe, each day, nearness unto thee and heaven. 

When sinks the soul, subdued by toil, to slumber, 
Its closing eye looks up to thee in prayer ; 

Sweet the repose beneath thy wings o'ershading^ 
But sweeter still to wake and find thee there. 



So shall it be at last, in that bright morning. 
When the soul waketh, and life's shadows See : 

Oh, In that hour, fairer than daylight dawning, 
Shall rise the glorious thought, I am with thee I 

Harriet 



Beeditf Stowtk 
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MORNING AND EVENING. 



BLLERS. laio-.iaio. 



E* J. HoPKnvB. 
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** Thtptaa o/GodnMekpauetk aO undtrstanding,** 

Father, again to thy dear name we raise. 
With one accord, our parting hymn of praise; 
We stand to bless thee ere our worship cease^ 
Then, lowly kneeling, wait thy word of peace. 

Grant us thy peace upon our homeward way ; 
With thee began, with thee shall end the day ; 
Guard thou the lips from sin, the hearts from shame^ 
That in this house have called upon thy name. 

Grant us thy peace, Lord, through the coming nigh^ 
Turn thou for us its darkness into light ; 
From harm and danger keep thy children free. 
For dark and light are both alike to thee. 

Grant us thy peace throughout our earthly life. 
Our balm in sorrow, and our stay in strife ; 
Then, when thy voice shall bid our conflict cease. 
Call us, O Lord, to thine eternal peace. Amen. 

John EIlcrtOB. 
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ARTAVIA. iaio.io.6. 



£. J. Hopkins. 
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25^« ^IwiUlay nu dtnm inpttu* and tk§p ; for thou only. Lord, maktsi mt U dwiOmtaf^^ 

The day is ended. Ere I sink to sleep 
My weary spirit seeks repose in thine; 
Father! forgive my trespasses, and keep 
This little life of mine. 



With loving kindness curtain thou my bed; 
And cool in rest my burning pilgrim-feet; 
Thy pardon be the pillow for my head,— 
So shall my sleep be sweet. 



ii^^ 



At peace with all the world, dear Lord, and thee. 
No fears my soul's unwavering faith can shake; 
All 's well I whichever side the grave for me 
The morning light may break 1 

Hirriet McEwen KimbaU 
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MORNING AND EVENING. 



VESPER HYMN. 8.7. Double. 



Russian Air. 
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Now, on land and sea descending, 

Brings the night its peace profound : 
Let our vesper hymn be blending 

With the holy calm around. 
Soon as dies the sunset glory, 

Stars of heaven shine out above. 
Telling still the ancient story, — 

Their Creator's changeless love. 

Now, our wants and burdens leaving 

To his care who cares for all, 
Cease we fearing, cease we grieving; 

At his touch our burdens fall. 
As the darkness deepens o'er us, 

Lo : eternal stars arise ; 
Hope and Faith and Love rise glorious. 

Shining in the spirit's skies. 

Samoel Look&Uow. 

When the light of day is waning. 
When the night is dark and drear, 

God of Love, in stillness reigning, 
Teach me to believe thee near. 



When my heart is faint and drooping. 
When my faith is weak and cold. 

Kindly to my weakness stooping, 
Draw me upwards, as of old. 

Nearer to the peace unbroken. 

Nearer to the changeless calm. 
An ray wish a prayer unspoken. 

All my life a silent psalm. 
Teach me to abide in patience 

AU the little storms of time, 
Making every day's temptations 

Steps for ^tering feet to climb. 

Let me find thee in my sorrow. 

Nor forget thee in my joy ; 
And from thee my sunshine borrow 

And by thee my gloom destroy. 
God of day, the dark dispelling, 

Guide, Redeemer, Father, Friend ; 
God of Love, in stillness dwelling. 

Lead me to my journey's end. Amen. 

Edmund M. Gddart 
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E. J. Hopkins. 
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HtlivtthkkUttmdtUt^'* 



God that madest earth and heaven, 

Darkness and light ; 
Who the day for toil hast given, 

For rest the night, — 
May thine angel-guards defend us, 
Slumber sweet thy merqr send us, 
Holy dreams and hopes attend ui| 

This livelong night 



Guard us waking, guard us sleeping 

And, when we die, 
May we in thy mighty keeping 

All peaceful lie : 
When the heavenly call shall wake ua^ 
Do not thou, our God, forsake us, 
But to dwell in glory take us 

With thee on high. Amen. 

Reginald Htbtr And Richtrd Whatal|i 
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Rev. J. B. Dykes. 
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The day is past and over : 

All thanks, O Lord, to thee I 
I pray thee that offenceless 

The hours of dark may be. 
O Father, keep me in thy sight, 
And save me through the coming night I 

The joys of day are over : 

I lift my heart to thee ; 
And call on thee that sinless 

The hours of gloom may be. 
O Father, make their darkness light. 
And save me through the coming night I 

The toils of day are over ; 

I raise the hymn to thee, 
And ask that free from peni 

The hours of fear may be : 
Father, keep me in thy sight, 
And guard me through the coming nig^ I 

Be thou my soul's Preserver, 

O God 1 for thou dost know 
How many are the perils 

Through which I have to ga 
O loving Father, hear my call. 
And guard and save me from them afl. Ameit. 

StAnatotiua. SthCentoiy. Tr. J. M. Keile. t 
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MBRRIAL. &j:&5- 



Sir JoszFR Basmbt. 
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fin ••iwillMkltvmednmmM*^* and sleep ; far th4m, Urd, amfy mmkftt 

Now the day is over, 
Night is drawing nigh ; 

Shadows of the evening 
Steal across the sky. 

Father, give the weary 
Calm and sweet repose \ 

With thy tenderest blessing 
May mine eyelids close. 

Grant to little children 
Visions bright of thee ; 

Guard the sailors tossing 
On the deep, blue sea. 

Comfort every sufferer, 
Watching late in pain ; 

Those who plan some evil 
From their sin restrain. 

Through the long night-watches 
May thine angels spread 

Their white wings above me, 
Watching round my bed. 

When the morning wakens, 
Then may I arise 

Pure, and fresh, and sinless 
In thy holy eyes. Amen. 
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8«blnt BarfarOoitt 
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Hkws. 
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Softly now the light of day 
Fades upon the sight away : 
Free from care, from labor free, 
Lord, we would commune with thee. 

Thou, whose all-pervading eye 
Nought escapes, without, within. 
Pardon each infirmity. 
Open fault, and secret sin. 

When from us the light of day 
Shall on earth have passed away. 
Then, from sin and sorrow free, 
Take us. Lord, to dwell with thee. 

O. W. Doaoe. 1894. t 
O I • " W'ahiaMlwm doim itrviet, a* i^O^Lcni,*' 

Now the shades of night are gone ; 
Now the morning light is come, — 
Lord, may we be thine to-day ! 
Drive the shades of sin away. 

Fill our souls with heavenly light. 
Banish doubt, and clear our sight ; 
In thy service, Lord, to-day. 
May we stand and watch and pray. 

Keep our haughty passions bound ; 
Save us from our foes around ; 
Going out and coming in. 
Keep us safe from every sin. 
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When our work of life is past. 
Oh, receive us then at last 1 
Night and sin will be no more, 
When we reach the heavenly shore. 

Epiaoopal Collection. iSai. 
" Im Mr mamimt v^ / direct mgf ^ayer 

In the morning I will pray 
For his blessing on the day : 
What this day shall be my lot. 
Light or darkness, know I not 

Should it be with clouds o'ercast, — 
Clouds of sorrow gathering fast. 
Thou, who givest light divine, 
Shine within me, Lord, oh, shine ! 

Show me, if I tempted be. 
How to find all strength in thee, 
And a perfect triumph win 
Over every bosom sin. 

Keep my feet from secret snares, 
Keep my eyes, O God 1 from tears; 
Every step thy grace attend, 
And my soul from death defend. 

Then, when fall the shades of nightf 
All within shall still be light ; 
Thou wilt peace around diflfuse 
Gently as the evening dews. 

Wniiam Htarj rttmcM. 
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Rev. J. B. Dykes. 
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* 7SI# ktavttu dtclan iha glory ^Gad,* 

Slowly, by thy hand unfurled, 
Down around the weary world 
Falls the darkness ; oh, how still 
Is the working of thy will I 



Mighty Maker, ever nigh, 
Work in me as silently ; 
Veil the day's distracting sights, 
Show me heaven's eternal lights. 

living worlds to view be brought 
In the boundless realms of thought ; 
High and infinite desires, 
Flaming like those upper fires. 

Holy Truth, Eternal Right, 
Let them break upon my sight ; 
Let them shine, serene and still. 
And with light my being filL 

Let my soul attuned be 
To the heavenly harmony, 
"Which, beyond the power of sotmd, 
FiUs the universe around. 

William Heniy Funi< 
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" Wkm lamaJkg, lam ammitk iJktt** 

While the stars unnumbered roll 
Round the ever constant pole. 
Far above these spangled skies 
All my soul to God shall rise. 

He in these serenest hours 
Guides my intellectual powers, 
And his Spirit doth diffuse. 
Sweeter f^ur than midnight dews ; 

Lifting all my thoughts above 
On the wings of faith and love : 
Blest alternative to me. 
Thus to sleep, or wake with thee I 

What if death my sleep invade ? 
Should I be of death afraid? 
Whilst encircled by thine arm. 
Death may strike, but cannot harm. 

With thy heavenly presence blest, 
Death is life, and labor rest ; 
Welcome sleep or death to me, 
Still secure, for still with thee ! 

PhiUp Doddric!. e 
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TALLIS'S CANON. L.M. 



Thomas Talus. 
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Awake, my soul, and with the sun 
Thy daily stage of duty run ; 
Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise, 
To pay thy morning sacrifice. 

In conversation be sincere ; 
Keep conscience, as the noontide, clear; 
Think how all-seeing God thy ways 
And all thy secret thoughts surveys. 

By influence of the light divine 
Let thy own light to others shine ; 
Reflect all heaven's propitious rays 
In ardent love and cheerful praise. 

All praise to thee, who safe hast kept, 
And hast refreshed me, whilst I slept ! 
Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake, 
I may of endless light partake. 

Lord, I my vows to thee renew : 
Disperse my sins as morning dew ; 
Guard my first springs of thought and will, 
And with tliyself my spirit fill. 

Direct, control, suggest this day 

All I design, or do, or say ; 

That all my powers, with all their might, 

In thy sole glory may imite. Amen. 

Thomas Ken. 



' /» thy litht MkaUw ut light. 

Come, holy Sun of heavenly love, 
Shower down thy radiance from above. 
And to our inward hearts convey 
The Holy Spirit's cloudless ray I 

May faith, deep-rooted in the soul. 
Subdue our flesh, our minds control ; 
May guile depart, and discord cease. 
And all within be joy and peace I 

Oh, hallowed be the approaching day I 
Let meekness be our morning ray, 
And faithful love our noonday light, 
And hope our sunset calm and bright ! 

St. Ambrose. Tr. John Chandler. 
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■* Undtr kit wingt shaU thtu trust.** 



Glory to thee, my God, this night. 
For all the blessings of the light : 
Keep me, oh, keep me, King of kings. 
Beneath thine own Almighty wings I 

Oh, may my soul on thee repose ; 
And may sweet sleep mine eyelids close, — 
Sleep that may me more vigorous make 
To serve my God when I awake. 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow, 
Praise him, all creatures here below ; 
Ye heavenly host his name adore I 
With praise and joy for evermore. Amen. 

Thomu K«n.t 
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"/win Mk laym»tbwu ht ffaet^mid dnPifor 
tkfUt Lord, onfy muUbnt mt tc dwtll m u^tty** 



Tkus far the Lord has led me on, 
Thus far his power prolongs my days I 
And every evening shall make known 
Some fresh memorial of his grace. 

Much of my time has ran to waste, 
And I, perhaps, am near my home ; 
But he forgives my follies past. 
He gives me strength for days to come. 

I lay my body down to sleep ; 
Peace is the pillow for my head ; 
While well-appointed angels keep 
Their watchful stations round my bed. 

Faith in his name forbids my fear : 
Oh, may thy presence ne'er depart ! 
And in the morning make me hear 
The love and kindness of thv heart. Amen. 

Isaac Watts. 
QQ ^ " / wm 0fftr totkttth4 taeriJUt of tkanJUgivimg,'' 

My God ! how endless is thy love 1 
Thy gifts are every evening new ; 

And morning mercies, from above, 
Gently distil^ like early dew. 



Thou spread'st the curtains of the night, 
Great Guardian of my sleeping hours : 

Thy sovereign word restores the light. 
And quickens all my drowsy powers. 

I yield my powers to thy command ; 

To thee I consecrate my days : 
Perpetual blessings from thy hand 

Demand perpetual songs of praise. 

iMMcWattai 
I OOo ^**P*^ Hymn, 

Agais, as evening's shadow falls, 
We gather in these hallowed walls ; 
And vesper hymn and vesper prayer 
Rise mingling on the holy air. 

May struggling hearts that seek release 
Here find the rest of God's own peace ; 
And, strengthened here by hymn and prayer, 
Lay down the burden and the care. 

O God, our Light ! to thee we bow ; 
Within all shadows standest thou ; 
Give deeper calm than night can bring ; 
Give sweeter songs than lips can sing. 

Life's tumult we must meet again, 
We cannot at the shrine remain ; 
But, in the spirit's secret cell. 
May hymn and prayer forever dwell t 

Samuel Lonsfellom 
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DUKE STREET. L.M. 



John Hattoic. 




Y f\X " Camtt mt U hear thy leroing' 

New every morning is the love 
Our wakening and uprising prove ; 
Through sleep and darkness safely brought. 
Restored to life and power and thought* 

New mercies, each returning day. 

Hover around us while we pray ; 

New perils past, new sins forgiven. 

New thoughts of God, new hopes of heaven. 

If on our daily course our mind 
Be set to hallow all we find, 
New treasures still, of countless price, 
God will provide for sacrifice. 

Old friends, old scenes, will lovelier be, 
As more of heaven in each we see ; 
Some softening gleam of love and prayer 
Shall dawn on every cross and care. 

The trivial round, the common task. 
Will furnish all we ought to ask : 
Room to deny ourselves ; a road 
To bring us, daily, nearer God. 

Seek we no more : content with these. 
Let present rapture, comfort, ease, 
As Heaven shall bid them, come and go, — 
The secret this of rest below. 



Only, O Lord, in thy dear love 

Fit us for perfect rest above ; 

And help us, this and every day, 

To live more nearly as we pray. Amen. 

Johu Keble. 

Now with the rising golden dawn. 
Let us, the children of the day. 

Cast off the darkness which so long 
Has led our guilty soub astray. 

Oh, may the mom so pure, so clear. 
Its own sweet calm in us instil ; 

A guileless mind, a heart sincere, 
Simplicity of word and will 

And ever, as the day glides by, 
May we the busy senses rein ; 

Keep guard upon the hand and eye, 
Nor let the conscience suffer stain. 

Brenary. Tr. Edward CatwaO. 
103* ^ And ike Li/g was iJU light 0/mtn," 

O THOU true Life of all that live. 
Who dost, unmoved, all motion sway ; 
Who dost the mom and evening give, 
And through its changes guide the day, — 

Thy light upon our evening pour. 
So may our soub no sunset see. 
But death to us an open door 
To an eternal morning be. Amen. 

BrcTiaiy. Tr. by Edward Caiwall 
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Arranged from Peter Ritter, by W. H. Monk. 




CoMEy Father, with the coming night, 
Refresh and cheer my weary heart ; 
At evening time it shall be light, 
If thou art near, though day depart. 

From tedious toil, from anxious care, 
Dear Lord, I turn again to thee ; 
Thy presence and thy smile to share 
Makes every burden light to me. 

With thee, of all sad thoughts beguiled. 
Peace nestles in my tranquil breast ; 
And, like a pleased and happy child. 
In thy kind arms I sink to rest. 

Ray Palmer. 
Yf\^ ** TJuy thai know thy namt wiO tut iMsirinut 

Abide with me from mom till eve, 
For without thee I cannot live ; 
Abide with me when night is nigh, 
For without thee I dare not die. 

If some poor wandering child of thine 
Have spumed to-day the voice divine. 
Now, Lord, the gracious work begin ; 
Let him no more lie down in sin. 

Watch by the sick ; enrich the poor 
With blessings from thy boundless store ; 
Be every moumer's sleep to-night. 
Like infant slumbers, pure and light. 



Come near and bless us when we wake, 
Ere through the world our way we take ; 
Till in the ocean of thy love 
We lose ourselves in heaven above. Amen. 

John Keble. 
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O Father, bless us ere we go I 
Thy word into our minds instil. 
And make our lukewarm hearts to glow 
With lowly love and fervent will. 

The day is gone, its hours have run. 
And thou hast taken count of all, — 
The scanty triumphs grace hath won, 
The broken vow, the frecpient fall. 

Grant us, dear Lord, from evil ways 
True absolution and release ; 
And bless us more than in past days. 
With purity and inward peace. 

Do more than pardon, — give us joyt 
Sweet fear, and sober liberty ; 
And loving hearts without alloy. 
That only long to be like thee. 

For all we love, the poor, the sad, 
The sinful, unto thee we call : 
Oh, let thy mercy make us glad t 
Thou art our Father and our All t 

Fraderick W. Faber. ♦ 
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O God, before the sun's bright beams 
All night's dark shadows fly ; 

When on the soul thy mercy gleams. 
All doubts and terrors die. 

So freshly falls thy heaven-sent grace, 
As morning's gladdening breath, — 

Gives light to all to seek thy face, 
And guides in life and death. 

O holy light ! O light of God ! 

O light unseen below. 
Which fills the courts of thine abode, 

Which there the blest shall know. 

Swift comes the hour when none can toil, 

Short is the rugged way : 
Teach us our lamps to fill with oil, 

Whilst it is called to-day. 

Then we shall see that glorious light, 

Which to the saints is given, 
So sweet, so fair, so passing bright, — 

The eternal mom of heaven. 

Greville Phillimore. 
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Evening Prayer* 

As darker, darker, fall around 

The shadows of the night, 
We gather here, with hymn and prayer, 
1 seek the Eternal Light. 






Father in heaven, to thee are known 

Our many hopes and fears, 
Our heavy weight of mortal toil. 

Our bitterness of tears. 

We pray thee for our absent ones. 
Who have been with us here ; 

And in our secret heart we name 
The distant and the dear. 

For weary eyes, and aching hearts, 
And feet that from thee rove. 

The sick, the poor, the tried, the fallen. 
We pray thee, God of love. 

We bring to thee our hopes and feara^ 

And at thy footstool lay ; 
And, Father, thou who lovest all 

Wilt hear us as we pray. 

Hymns of the Spitit 
J 00« " ^* dm^kity andgodfy iinetri^J* 

Now that the sun is beaming bright, 

Implore we, bending low. 
That he, the uncreated Light, 

May guide us as we go. 

No sinful word, nor deed of wrongs 
Nor thoughts that idly rove. 

But simple truth be on our tongue. 
And in our hearts be love. 
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ELVET. CM. 



Rev. J. B. Dykbs. 
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And whfle the hours in order flow, 

O Lord, securely fence 
Our gates beleaguered by the foe, — 

The gate of every sense. 

And grant that to thine honor, Lord, 

Our daily toil may tend ; 
That we begin it at thy word. 

And in thy favor end. Amen. 

Saint Ambroao. Tr. J. H. Newinan.t 
J JO. '^TktLardGcdiaamrtmmamdskuld:^ 

Now from the altar of our hearts 

Let incense-flames arise ; 
Assist us, Ix)rd, to ofler up 

Our evening sacrifice. 

NORTHAMPTON. CM. 



This day thou wast our sun and shield, 

Our keeper and our guide ; 
Thy care was on our frailty shown, 

Thy mercies multiplied. 

Minutes and mercies multiplied 

Have made up all this day ; 
Minutes came quick, but mercies were 

More fleet and free than they. 

New time, new favors, and new joys, 

Do a new song require ; 
Till we shall praise thee as we would. 

Accept our hearts' desire. 

John Mason. 

William Croft. 
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ST. LEONARD. CM. Double. 



Henry Hiles. 
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The shadows of the evening hours 

Fall from the darkening sky ; 
Upon the fragrance of the flowers 

The dews of evening lie : 
Before thy throne, O Lord of heaven, 

We kneel at close of day ; 
Look on thy children from on high. 

And hear us while we pray. 

Slowly the rays of daylight fade j 

So fade within our heart 
The hopes in earthly love and joy^ 

That one by one depart : 



Slowly the bright stars, one by one. 
Within the heavens shine ; — 

Give us, O Lord, fresh hopes in Heaven, 
And trust in things divine. 

Let peace, O Lord, thy peace, O God, 

Upon our souls descend ; 
From midnight fears and perils, thou 

Our trembling hearts defend ; 
Give us a respite from our toil, 

Calm and subdue our woes ; 
Through the long day we suffer, Lord, 

Oh I give us now repose I Amen. 

Addaid« A. ProcCv. 
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ALL HALLOWS. CM. Six lines. 



A. H. Brown. 
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O Shadow in a sultry land 1 
We gather to thy breast. 

Whose love enfolding like the night 
Brings quietude and rest ; 

Glimpse of the fairer life to be. 
In foretaste here possessed. 

From aimless wanderings we comCi 
From drifting to and fro ; 

The wave of being mingles deep 
Amid its ebb and flow ; 

The grander sweep of tides serene 
Our spirits yearn to know I 



That which the garish day had lost, 

The twilight vigil brings. 
While softlier the vesper bell 

Its silver cadence rings, — 
The sense of an immortal trust, 

The brush of angel wings ! 

Drop down behind the solemn hills, 

O Day, with golden skies ! 
Serene above its fading glow 

Night, starry crowned, arise I 
So beautiful may Heaven be, 

When Life's last sunbeam dies 1 Amen. 

Cbarlottt M. Packard. 
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Samuel Sebastian Wesley. 
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A X ^« Ttaek wUmmttitr our Day9, 

O God, the Rock of Ages, 

Who evennore hast been. 
What time the tempest rages, 

Our dwelling-place serene : 
Before thy first creations, 

O Lord, the same as now. 
To endless generations 

The everlasting thou ! 

Our years are like the shadows 

On sunny hills that lie, 
Or grasses in the meadows 

That blossom but to die ; 
A sleep, a dream, a story, 

By strangers quickly told, 
An unremaining glory 

Of things that soon are old. 



O thou, who canst not slumber, 

Whose light grows never pale^ 
Teach us aright to number 

Our years before they faiL 
On us thy mercy lighten. 

On us thy goodness rest ; 
And let thy spirit brighten 

The hearts thyself hath blessed. 

Lord, crown our faith's endeavor 

With beauty and with grace. 
Till clothed in light forever. 

We see thee face to face. 
A joy no language measures ; 

A fountain brimming o'er; 
An endless flow of pleasures ; 

An ocean without shore. 

Edward H. Bickenttfh. 1I6A. 
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ST. ANSELM. 7.6. Double. 



Sir Joseph Baxnbt. 
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He hides within the lily 

A strong and tender care. 
That wins the earth-bom atoms 

To glory of the air ; 
He weaves the shining garments 

Unceasingly and still. 
Along the quiet waters, 

In niches of the hill. 

We linger at the vigil 

With him who bent the knee 
To watch the old-time hlies 

In distant Galilee ; 
And still the worship deepens, 

And quickens into new, 
As brightening down the ages 

God's secret thrilleth through. 
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O Toiler of the lily, 

Thy touch is in the Man I 
No leaf that dawns to petal 

But hints the angel-plan. 
The flower-horizons open ! 

The blossom vaster shows I 
We hear thy wide worlds echo, — 

See how the lily grows I 

Shy yearnings of the savage, 

Unfolding thought by thought, 
To holy lives are lifted, 

To visions fair are wrought ; 
The races rise and cluster. 

And evils fade and fall, 
Till chaos blooms to beauty, 

Thy purpose crowning all ! Amen. 

William C GranttL 
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J. W. Tofts. By peimission. 
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][ J C ^ "0 mUyt works oftht Lord.prtuuft the Lord! 

Let the whole creation cry, 
Glory to the Lord on high ! 
Heaven and earth, awake and sing, 
"God is good, and therefore King." 

Praise him, all ye host above, 
Ever bright and fair in love ! 
Sun and moon, uplift your voice ; 
Night and stars, in God rejoice. 

Chant his honor, ocean fair I 
Earth, soft rushing through the air ; 
Sunshine, darkness, cloud and storm, 
Rain and snow, his praise perform. 

NUREMBERG. 77 '77. 
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Let the blossoms of the earth 
Join the universal mirth ; 
Birds, with mom and dew elate, 
Sing with joy at heaven's gate. 

Warriors fighting for the Lord, 
Prophets burning with his word, 
Men and women, young and old, 
Raise the anthem manifold ; 

And let children's happy hearts 
In this worship bear their parts : 
Holy, Holy. Holy One, 
Glory be to God alone I Amen. 

Stopford A. Brooke. 

JOHANN Rudolf Ahlb. 
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IV ^ ^Praiuft tke Lord; for it is good to nngfnusot 
JL \J% unio our God.** 

Heaven and earth, and sea and air. 
Still their Maker's praise declare ; 
Thou, my soul, rejoicing sing, 
To thy God thy praises bring. 

See the sun his power awakes, 
As through clouds his glory breaks ; 
See the moon and stars of light 
Praising God in stillest night 

See how God this rolling globe 
Swathes with beauty as a robe ; 
Forests, fields, and living things 
Each his Maker's glory sings. 

Through the air thy praises meet, 
Birds are singing clear and sweet ; 
Fire and storm and wind, thy will 
As thy ministers fulfil. 

Ocean waves thy glory tell, 
At thy touch they sink and swell] 
From the well-spring to the sea. 
Rivers murmur. Lord, of thee. 



Ah, my God, what wonders lie 

Hid in thine infinity I 

Stamp upon my inmost heart 

What I am, and what thou art I Amen. 

Joachim Neander. 
Tr. by J. D. Bttma. 

I I / »" ^ ••2/ make tkomjoxful im w^ koutt ^prayor.** 

In this peaceful house of prayer 
Stronger faith, O God 1 we seelj ; 
Here we bring each earthly care. 
Thou the strengthening message speak I 

In our greatest trials, we 

Calm, through thee, the way have trod ; 

In the smallest, may we feel 

Thou art still our Helper-God. 

Of thy presence and thy love 
We more steadfast feeling need^ 
Till the high and holy thought 
Hallow every simplest deed. 

Heavenly Father, at thy feet 
We would lay our earthbom care ; 
Help us in our need, for thou 
Know'st the weight that each must bear. 

<\mEm« 
Hymns of Um Spirit 
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God of the earth, the sky, the sea I 
Maker of all above, below 1 
Creation lives and moves in thee. 
Thy present life through all doth flow. 

Thee in the lonely woods we meet. 
On the bare hills or cultured plains, 
In every flower beneath our feet, 
And even the still rock's mossy stains. 

Thy love is in the sunshine's glow, 

Thy life is in the quickening air ; 

When lightnings flash and storm-winds blow, 

There is thy power ; thy law is there. 

We feel thy calm at evening's hour. 
Thy grandeur in the march of night ; 
And, when thy morning breaks in power, 
We hear thy word. Let there be light 

But higher far, and far more clear, 
Thee in man's spirit we behold ; 
Thine image and thyself are there. 
The indwelling God, proclaimed of old. 

John R. Wrefofd. 
Samud LoagjUOam, 



**Hu Under murcieg art tvtraUhis wtrhs. 
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Our Father I to thy love we owe 

All that is fair and good below. 

Life, and the health that makes life sweet. 

Are blessings from thy mercy-seat. 

O Giver of the quickening rain ! 
O Ripener of the golden grain ! 
From thee the cheerful day-spring flows, 
Thy balmy evening brings repose. 

Thy frosts arrest, thy tempests chase 
The plagues that waste our helpless race. 
Thy softer breath, o'er land and deep. 
Wakes nature from its winter sleep. 

Yet, deem we not that thus alone 
Thy bounty and thy love are shown, 
For we have learned with higher praise^ 
And holier names, to speak thy ways. 

In woe's dark hour our kindest stay. 
Sole trust when life shall pass away. 
Teacher of hopes that light the gloom 
Of death, and consecrate the tomb. 

Patient with headstrong guilt to bear. 
Slow to avenge and kind to spare. 
Listening to prayer, and reconciled 
Full soon to thy repentant child. Ames. 

WOliam C Bryaot 
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Rev. J. B. Dykis. 




i J MJ l j J -J j l ^ ^ 



11^ 4. 



' (fff i MP f f iNf f I* fiF ^^-l 




120. 



frwm tkt kmut ^Jactby 

No human eyes thy face may see ; 

No human thought thy form may know ; 

But all creation dwells in thee, 

And thy great life through all doth flow I 

And yet, O strange and wondrous thought ! 
Thou art a God who hearest prayer. 
And every heart with sorrow fraught 
To seek thy present aid may dare, — 

And though most weak our efforts seem 
Into one creed these thoughts to bind, 
And vain the intellectual dream 
To see and know the Eternal Mind, — 

Yet thou wilt turn them not aside, 
Who cannot solve thy life divine. 
But would give up all reason's pride 
To know their hearts approved by thine I 

So, though we fiiint on life's dark hill, 
And Thought grow weak, and Knowledge flee, 
Yet Faith shall teach us courage still, 
And Love shall guide us on to thee ! 

T. W. Higgii 



121. 



TkaLord^L^, 



Lord of all being I throned afar. 
Thy glory flames from sun and star ; 
Centre and soul of every sphere. 
Yet to each loving heart how near I 

Sun of our life 1 thy quickening ray 
Sheds on our path the glow of day : 
Star of our hope I thy softened light 
Cheers the long watches of the night. 

Our midnight is thy smile withdrawn ; 
Our noontide is thy gracious dawn ; 
Our rainbow arch thy mercy's sign : 
All, save the clouds of sin, are thine. 

Lord of all life, below, above, 

Whose light is truth, whose warmth is love ; 

Before thy ever-blazing throne 

We ask no lustre of our own« 

Grant us thy truth to make us free, 
And kindling hearts that bum for thee. 
Till all thy living altars claim 
One holy light, one heavenly flame. 

Olivtr Weoddl HolmM. i8te 
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'* Wh0pr0p€a^H ram/or ikt Htrtk ; wka makeiA 
gran to grow u^on Hu motmiaimM.'* 

Father of lights, we sing thy name, 
Who kindlest up the lamp of day ; 
Wide as he spreads the golden flame, 
His beams thy power and love display. 

Fountain of good, from thee proceed 
The copious drops of genial rain. 
Which, o'er the hill, and through the mead, 
Revive the grass and swell the grain. 

Oh, let not our forgetful hearts 
Overlook the tokens of thy care ; 
But what thy liberal hand imparts 
Still own in praise, still ask in prayer. 

So shall our suns more grateful shine. 
And showers in sweeter drops shall fall. 
When all our hearts and lives are thine. 
And thou, our God I enjoyed in all. Amen. 

PhUip Doddridgo. 
I23» " Unt0 tkg kiBt.*^ Ps-cxxi. 

Up to the hills I lift mine eyes, — 
The eternal hills beyond the skies : 
Thence all her help my soul derives ; 
There my Almighty Refuge lives. 

He lives, the everlasting God, 
That built the world, that spread the flood ; 
The heavens with all their hosts he made. 
And the dark regions of the dead. 



He guides our feet, he guards our way ; 
His morning smiles bless all the day : 
He spreads the evening veil, and keeps 
The silent hours while Israel sleeps. 

Israel, a name divinely blest. 
May rise secure, securely rest ; 
Thy holy Guardian's wakeful eyes 
Admit no slumber nor surprise. 

laaacWattfc 
X24* Tk€ Loot 0/ God, 

O Source divine, and Life of all. 
The Fount of being's fearful sea 1 
Thy depth would every heart appall. 
That saw not Love supreme in thee. 

We shrink before thy vast abyss, 
Where worlds on worlds eternal brood ; 
We know thee truly but in this, — 
That thou bestowest all our good. 

And so, 'mid boundless time and space, 
Oh grant us still in thee to dwell, 
And through thy ceaseless web to trace 
Thy presence working all things well 1 

Bestow on every joyous thrill 
Thy deeper tone of reverent awe ; 
Make pure thy creature's erring will. 
And teach his heart to love thy law. 

John StcrKaf . i!b9* 
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E. J. Hopkins. 
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I2S« Tki keavem declare ikt Ghry of Gad* 

The spacious firmament on high. 

With all the blue ethereal sky, 

And spangled heavens, a shining frame, 

Their great Original proclaim. 

The unwearied sun, from day to day. 

Does his Creator's power display, 

And publishes to every land 

The work of an almighty hand. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale, 
And nightly to the listening earth 
Repeats the story of her birth ; 
While all the stars that round her bum, 
And all the planets, in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings, as they roll, 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

What though in solemn silence all 
Move round this dark terrestrial ball I 
What though no real voice nor sound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found I — 



In reason's ear they all rejoice. 

And utter forth a glorious voice ; 

Forever singing, as they shine, 

''The hand that made us is divine." Amen. 

Joseph Addiion. 1713. 

Oh, lift your hearts I Oh, tune your tongues I 
The Lord of glory claims your songs ; 
The Lord of lords, the King of kings, 
Who life to all and comfort brings ; 
The Strong, the Wonderful, the Wise, 
Who filled the seas, who spread the skies. 
Sing, saints below ; sing, hosts above ; 
Tell earth and heaven that God is love. 

O God of providence and grace, 
The same in every time and place. 
Thy flock on earth are wanderers now. 
And who can guide or save, but thou? 
Through thee refreshment round us flows. 
The desert blossoms as the rose ; 
And earth is heaven, while here we prove 
An omnipresent God of love. 

Hmiry F. Lyit. 
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TA4 LordcmrDwOUmg-flact* Pi. xc. 



Our God, our help in ages past. 
Our hope for years to come, 

Our shelter from the stormy blast, 
And our eternal home 1 

Before the hills in order stood. 
Or earth received her frame, 

From everlasting thou art God, 
To endless years the same. 

A thousand ages in thy sight 

Are like an evening gone ; 
Short as the watch that ends the night. 

Before the rising sun. 

Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 

Bears all its sons away : 
They fly, forgotten, as a dream 

Dies at the opening day. 

Like flowery fields the nations stand. 
Pleased with the morning light ; 

The flowers beneath the mower's hand 
Lie withering ere 't is night 

Our God, our help in ages past, 
Our hope for years to come I 

Be thou our guard while troubles last. 
And our eternal home I Amen. 

Imac Watte. 
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•* Gcd it Lnt.** 



Thy ceaseless, unexhausted love. 

Unmerited and free. 
Delights our evil to remove. 

And helps our misery. 

Thy goodness and thy truth to me, 

To every soul, abound ; 
A vast, unfathomable sea. 

Where all our thoughts are drowned 

Its streams the whole creation reach, 

So plenteous is the store ; 
Enough for all, enough for each. 

Enough for evermore. 

Faithful, O Lord, thy mercies are, 

A rock that cannot move ; 
A thousand promises declare 

Thy constancy of love. 

Throughout the universe it reigns, 

Unalterably sure ; 
And while the truth of God remains, 

His goodness must endure. 

CbariM Wcfllty 
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T^Mifil UtiktuwH Patiu, 



O THOU who art of all that is 

Beginning both and end. 
We follow thee through unknown paths, 

Since all to thee must tend : 
Thy judgments are a mighty deep 

Beyond all fathom-line ; 
Our wisdom is the childlike heart. 

Our strength, to trust in thine. 

We bless thee for the skies above. 

And for the earth beneath, 
For hopes that blossom here below. 

And wither not with death ; 
But most we bless thee for thyself, 

O heavenly Light within, 
Whose dayspring in our hearts dispels 

The darkness of our sin. 
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Be thou in joy our deeper joy, 

Our comfort when distressed ; 
Be thou by day our strength for toil. 

And thou by night our rest 
And when these earthly dwellings fail, 

And Time's last hour is come. 
Be thou, O God, our dwelling-place 

And our eternal home I Amen. 

F. L. HooMK. 
IQO* ^^Tlu Lard umv light and mftabMUioH.^ 

My God, the spring of all my joys, 

The life of my delights, 
The glory of my brightest days. 

And comforts of my nights : 
In darkest shades, if he appear. 

My dawning is begun : 
He is my soul's sweet morning star, 

And he my rising sun. 

Isaac Watti. 
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" But I wiU trust in tkte,** 



My Father, it is good for me 

To trust, and not to trace ; 
And wait with deep humility 

For thy revealing grace. 

Lord ! when thy way is in the sea, 
And strange to mortal sense, 

I love thee in the mystery, 
I trust thy providence. 

I cannot see the secret things 

In this my dark abode ; 
I may not reach with earthly wings 

The heights and depths of God. 

So, faith and patience, wait awhile 1 
Not doubting ; not in fear ; 

For soon in heaven my Father's smile 
Shall render all things clear. 

George Rawson. 



132. 



An as God wills. 



All as God wills 1 who wisely heeds 

To give or to withhold, 
And knoweth more of all my needs 

Than all my prayers have told. 



Enough, that blessings undeserved 
Have marked my erring track ; 

That, wheresoever my feet have swerved. 
Thy chastening turned me back ; 

That more and more a providence 

Of love is understood. 
Making the springs of time and sense 

Sweet with eternal good ; 

That death seems but a covered way 

Which opens into light, 
Wherein no blinded child can stray 

Beyond the Father's sight. 

No longer forward or behind 

I look, in hope or fear. 
But grateful take the good I find, 

God's blessing, now and here. 

John G. Whittier. 



'* Thire remainttk a rest unto the peopU nf 

God.** 
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Lord, I believe a rest remains, 

To all thy people known ; 
A rest where pure enjoyment reigns. 

And thou art loved alone ; 

A rest, where all our soul's desire 
Is fixed on things above, — 

Where doubt, and pain, and fear expire. 
Cast out by perfect love. 
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Oh that I now the rest might know, 

Believe, and enter in ! 
Now, Father, now the power bestow. 

And let me cease from sin. 

Remove this hardness from my heart, 

This unbelief remove ; 
To me the rest of faith impart. 

The sabbath of thy love. Amen. 

Charles Wesley. 
■r ^A TruMt im GmL 

O Thou, in all thy might so for, 

In all thy love so near, 
Beyond the range of sun and star. 

And yet beside me here : 

What heart can comprehend thy name^ 

Or, searching, find thee out. 
Who art within, a quickening Flame, 

A Presence round about? 

Yet though I know thee but in part, 

I ask not. Lord, for more : 
Enough for me to know thou art, 

To love thee and adore 1 

Oh, sweeter than all else besides, 

The tender mystery 
That like a veil of shadow hides 

The Light I may not see I 



And dearer than all things I know 

The childUke faith shall be. 
That makes the darkest way I go 

An open path to thee. 

Frederick L. Hosmer. 1876. 
TOC^ Tk* Bock 0/ NatuM. 

There is a book, who runs may read. 
Which heavenly truth imparts, 

And all the lore its scholars need. 
Pure eyes and Christian hearts. 

The works of God, above, below. 

Within us and around, 
Are pages in that book, to show 

How God himself is found 

The glorious sky, embracing all. 

Is like the Maker's love. 
Wherewith encompassed, great and small 

In peace and order move. 

Two worlds are ours : 't is only sin 

Forbids us to descry 
The mystic heaven and earth within. 

Plain as the sea and sky. 

Thou who hast given us eyes to see 

And love this sight so fair. 
Give us a heart to find out thee, 

And read thee everywhere. Amen. 

John Keble 
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** Ztfrtf, Mow mani/hld are thy wwki ; m witdom 
* Am/ tkw mad* iJUm aU.** 



I SING the almighty power of God, 
That made the mountains rise ; 

That spread the flowing seas abroad. 
And built the lofty skies. 

I sing the wisdom that ordained 

The sun to rule the day ; 
The moon shines full at his command. 

And all the stars obey. 

I sing the goodness of the Lord, 
That filled the earth with food ; 

He formed the creatures with his word, 
And then pronounced them good. 

Lord, how thy wonders are displayed, 
Where'er I turn my eye, — 

If I survey the ground I tread. 
Or gaze upon the sky. 

There 's not a plant or flower below 
But makes thy glories known ; 

And clouds arise and tempests blow 
By order from thy throne. 

His hand is my perpetual guard. 
He keeps me with his eye : 

How should I then forget the Lord, 
Who is for ever nigh? 

Isaac Watts. 
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No mood of feeling, form of thought. 

Is constant for a day ; 
But thou, O Lord ! thou changest not ; 

The same thou art alway. 

I grasp thy strength, make it mine own, 
My heart with peace is blest ; 

I lose my hold, and then comes down 
Darkness and cold unrest. 

Let me no more my comfort draw 
From my frail hold of thee, — 

In this alone rejoice with awe ; 
Thy mighty grasp of me. 

Out of that weak unquiet drift 

That comes but to depart, 
To that pure heaven my spirit lift 

Where thou unchanging art. 

Lay hold of me with thy strong grasp. 

Let thine almighty arm 
In its embrace my weakness clasp, 

And I shall fear no harm. 

John Campbell ShairiK 
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£. J. Hopkins. 
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r^^ Ztfn/ w in kit Holy Plme§. 



The Lord is in his Holy Place 

In all things near and far ! 
Shekinah of the snow-flake, he, 

And Glory of the star, 
And Secret of the April land 

That stirs the field to flowers, 
Whose little tabernacles rise 

To hold him through the hours. 

He hides himself within the love 

Of those whom we love best ; 
The smiles and tones that make our homes 

Are shrines by him possessed ; 
He tents within the lonely heart 

And shepherds every thought ; 
We find him not by seeking far, — 

We lose him not, unsought. Amen. 

William C. Gannett 



T 0/*\ " ^ thadaw in ikt day^trntfram tkt ktai^ and 

O God, unseen but ever near, 

Our blessed rest art thou ; 
And we, in love that hath no fear, 

Take refuge with thee now. 
All soiled with dust our pilgrim feet. 

And weary with the way ; 
We seek thy shelter from the heat 

And burden of the day. 

Oh, welcome in the wilderness 

The shadow of thy love ; 
The stream that springs our thirst to bless. 

The manna from above I 
Awhile beside the fount we stay 

And eat this bread of thine, 
Then go rejoicing on our way, 

Renewed with strength divine. 

Edward Osier. 
Samuel Longfellom 
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Come, Holy Spirit, come, 

And deiga to dwell with me ; 

Come, make my heart thy home. 

And bid all darkness flee. 
Come, sacred Guest, oh, quickly come. 
And make my heart thy lasting home. 

Exert thy mighty power. 

And banish all my sin ; 

In this auspicious hour. 

Bring all thy graces in. 
Come, strong Deliverer, quickly come, 
And make my heart thy lasting home. 

Rule thou in every thought 

And passion of my soul. 

Till all my powers are brought 

Beneath thy full control. 
Come, peaceful Conqueror, quickly come. 
And make my heart thy lasting home. 

Then shall my days be thine. 

And all my heart be love ; 

And joy and peace be mine. 

Such as are known above ; 
Come, Holy Spirit, quickly come. 
And make my heart thy lasting home. Amen. 

Andrew Reed. 1842* 
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Come deck our feast to-day. 
With flowers and wreaths of May : 
The Spirit of all grace 
Makes earth his dwelling-place. 
Come with white souls your Lord to meet, 
And bring an offering pure and sweeL 



And oh, thou trackless wind. 

Breathe quickening o'er our mind ; 

O sunshine of pure Love, 

Thy glow within us move ; 
Thy life our waiting souls inspire : 
Touch heart and tongue with living fire I 



O Spirit, stir our will 

Its high aims to fulfil : 

Deep in our spirits dwell. 

And in their inmost cell 
Make thou thy temple and thy home ! 
Be with us when we go or come ! Amen. 

B. Scbmolke. 
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HOMBURG. 8.7.8.7 : 7.7.7.7. 

(JesUy meinis Lehens Leben,) 



Gennan. 17th Century. 
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" Jfy JUart irmUd in Jkim, and I am ktlptd ; iktr^/vrt my ktarigrwaify r^'MCtik:* 



Sweetest Fount of holy gladness, 

Fairest light was ever shed, 
Who alike in joy and sadness 

Leavest none unvisited ; 
Spirit of the Highest God, 
Lord, from whom is life bestowed^ 
Who upholdest everything, 
Hear me^ hear me while I sing I 



Thou art ever true and holy. 

Sin and falsehood thou dost hate ; 
But thou comest where the lowly 

And the pure thy presence wait ; 
Wash me, then, O Well of grace, 
Every stain and spot efface ; 
Let me flee what thou dost flee, 
Grant me what thou lov'st to see. 



Well content am I if only 

Thou wilt deign to dwell with me ; 
With thee I am never lonely. 

Never comfortless with thee. 
Thine for ever make me now. 
And, to thee, my Lord, I vow 
Here and yonder to employ 
Every power for thee with joy. Amen. 
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I ^"3, •^GcduacoHmmmrJirt — Godulaot/* 

One Lord there is, all lords above ; 
His name is Truth, his name is Love, 
His name is Beauty, it is Light, 
His will is Everlasting Right. 

But ah ! to wrong what is his name? 
This Lord is a Consuming Flame 
To every wrong beneath the sun ; 
He is One Lord, the Holy One. 

Lord of the Everlasting Name, 
Truth, Beauty, Light, Consuming Flame ! 
Shall I not lift my heart to thee. 
And ask thee, Lord, to rule in me? 

If I be ruled in other wise, 

My lot is cast with all that dies. 

With things that harm, and things that hate. 

And roam by night, and miss the Gate, — 

* 

Thy happy Gate, which leads to where 
Love is like sunshine in the air. 
And Love and Law are both the same, 
Named with an Everlasting Name. 

Williani Brighty Randt. 



\AA^ ''Wektuw impart^ 

In thee, O God, the hosts above 
Forever live supremely blest ; 
And I, on earth, like them would love ; 
like them upon thy bosom rest 

I may not know thee as thou art. 
While here my darksome way I tread ; 
Yet thanks that now I know in part, 
And hourly by thy hand am led. 

Unseen, thou dost thyself reveal, 

In thine own ways to sense unknown ; 

Thy hidden glories oft I feel 

Come flowing o'er me from thy throne. 

The joy, that through my being streams. 
New gladness lends to brightest days ; 
Morn fresher wakes, and evening gleams 
More lovely, while I breathe thy praise. 

As past me fly the swift-winged years. 
Thy mercies all their circuits fill ; 
Thy goodness, like the sun, appears 
Throughout all time resplendent still. Amen. 

Ray Palmer. 
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MOZART. L.M. 



Arranged from Mozart. 




J[ ^ Cf , Power and Peace. 

Spirit of God, that moved of old 
Upon the water's darkened face, 
Come, when our faithless hearts are cold. 
And stir them with an inward grace. 

Thou that art Power and Peace combined, 
All highest Strength, all purest Love^ 
The rushing of the mighty wind, 
The brooding of the gentle dove ; 

Come, give us still thy powerful aid. 
And urge us on, and make us thine ; 
Nor leave the hearts that once were made 
Fit temples for thy grace divine. 

Nor let us quench thy seven-fold light ; 
But still with softest breathings stir 
Our wayward souls , and lead us right, 
O Holy Ghost, the Comforter ! Amen. 

Cecil Frances Alexander. 
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" Creator S/irtit fy whou eud. 
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O Source of uncreated light. 

By whom the worlds were raised from night ; 

Come, visit every pious mind ; 

Come, pour thy joys on human kind. 

Plenteous in grace, descend from high, 
Rich in thy matchless energy ; 
From sin and sorrow set us free. 
And make us temnles worthv thee. 



Thrice holy Fount, thrice holy Fire ! 
Our hearts with heavenly love inspire ; 
Make us eternal truths receive ; 
Aid us to live as we believe. Amen. 

Gregory the Great. Tr. by John DrydeiLt 
X 4/* ** ^* "^ "^ word like ae afire f saiik the Lord.** 

Oh, for that flame of living fire 

Which shone so bright in saints of old ; 

Which bade their souls to heaven aspire. 
Calm in distress, in danger bold. 

Remember, Lord, the ancient days ; 

Renew thy work, thy grace restore ; 
And while to thee our hearts we raise, 

On us thy Holy Spirit pour. Amen. 

WUliam H. Bathurrt. 
1 4.0. " ^*^' Creator S/irit.- 

Oh come, Creator Spirit blest I 
Within these souls of thine to rest ; 
Come, with thy grace and heavenly aid, 
To fill the hearts which thou hast made. 

Come, Holy Spirit ! now descend ; 
Most blessed gift which God can send ; 
Thou Fire of Love, and Fount of Life 1 
Consume our sins, and calm our strife. 

With patience firm and purpose high 
The weakness of our flesh supply ; 
Kindle our senses from above. 
And make our hearts overflow with love. Amen. 
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Sir Joseph Barnby. 
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Y ^ ^ " / wiUpul my sfirU wWkm you^ and eauuyam 
^ ^y • /(7 tiu/« m my ttaiuUs," 

O God within, so close to me 

That every thought is plain, 
Be Judge, be Friend, be Father still, 

And in thy heaven reign ! 
Thy heaven is mine — my very soul I 

Thy words are sweet and strong ; 
They fill my inward silences 

With music and with song. 

They send me challenges to rignt. 

And loud rebuke my ill ; 
They ring my bells of victory. 

They breathe my " Peace, be still I " 
They ever seem to say, — " My child. 

Why seek me so all day? 
Now journey inward to thyself, 

And listen by the way I " 

WnHam C Guuiett. 
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*'Jtfy smI it tnen at a weamkd chUd^ 



As trustful as a child who looks 

Up in his mother's face, 
And all his little griefs and feais 

Forgets in her embrace ; 
So unto thee, O Lord, I look, 

And, in thy face divine, 
Can read the love that will sustain 

As weak a feith as mine. 

As loving as a child who sits 

Close by his parent's knee, 
And knows no want while he can have 

That sweet society ; 
So, sitting at thy feet, my heart 

Would all its love outpour. 
And pray that thou would'st teach me. Lord,- 

To love thee more and more. Amen. 

James D. Bum. 
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Rerby Larxb. 
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Spmir Divine ! attend our prayer, 
And make our hearts thy home ; 

Descend with all thy gracious power : 
Oh, come, Great Spirit, come 1 

Come, glorious Light I to waiting minds 
That long the truth to know, 

Reveal the narrow path of right. 
The way of duty show. 

Come, cleansing Fire 1 enkindle now 

The sacrificial flame, 
That all our souls an offering be 

To love's redeeming name. 

Come as the dew I on hearts that pine 

Descend in this still hour, 
Till every barren place shall own 

With joy thy quickening power. 

Come, Wind of God ! sweep clean away 

What dead within us lies, 
And search and freshen all our souls 

With living energies. Amen. 

Andfsw R6€<L 
Samittl Longfellow* 
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^ ^^Otkatlkmwwhtrelmiikifindhiml^ 

Go not, my soul, in search of him. 
Thou wilt not find him there, *- 

Or in the depths of shadow dim. 
Or heights of upper air. 

For not in far-off realms of space 

The Spirit hath its throne ; 
In every heart it findeth place 

And waiteth to be known. 

Thought answereth alone to thought. 
And soul with soul hath kin ; 

The outward God he findeth not 
Who finds not God within. 

And if the vision come to thee 

Revealed by inward sign, 
Earth will be full of Deity 

And with his glory shine I 

Thou shalt not want for company. 

Nor pitch thy tent alone ; 
The indwelling God will go with thee, 

And show thee of his own. 

Then, go not thou in search of him, 

But to thyself repair ; 
Wait thou within the silence dim, 

And thou shalt find him there ! 

Frtdtrick L. Hotmow 



78 JESUS CHRIST. 

AUDITE AUDIENTES ME. CM. DouUe. 



Sir Akthuk Sullivan. 



Voices in Umton. 





hM^\ tiV. 



? 




H^-t^ 



££* 




T ^ ^^ 



I 1 ' A - MBN. 



p 



^ 



^W 




^ 



PPI 



153 



' C0mi ye y&itrulvit apart inU a dtttrtptactt and rtU a wkik^ 

Amid the din of earthly strife. 

Amid the busy crowd, 
The whispers of eternal life 

Are lost in clamors loud; 
When lo ! I find a healing balm. 

The world grows dim to me; 
My spirit rests in sudden calm 

With Christ in Galilee. 

I linger near him in the throng, 

And listen to his voice; 
I feel my weary soul grow strong, 

My saddened heart rejoice. 
Amid the storms that darkly frown 

I hear his whisper sweet. 
And lay my heavy burden down 

At his beloved feet. Amen. 



HcBry w. niwknt 
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DELIVERANCE. CM. Double. 



Sir Joseph Barnby. 






I K4* AtfM M BariJL 

It came upon the midnight clear. 

That glorious song of old^ 
From angels bending near the earth. 

To touch their harps of gold : 
'' Peace on the earth, good-will to men. 

From heaven's all-gracious King." 
The world in solemn stillness lay 

To hear the angels sing. 

Still through the cloven skies they come, 

With peaceful wings unfurled ; 
And still their heavenly music floats 

O'er all the weary world : 
Above its sad and lowly plains 

They bend on hovering wing, 
And ever o*er its Babel sounds 

The blessed angels sing. 



O ye, beneath life's crushing load 

Whose forms are bending low, 
Who toil along the climbing way. 

With painful steps and slow, -^ 
Look now ; for glad and golden hours 

Come swiftly on the wing : 
Oh, rest beside the weary road, 

And hear the angels sing 1 

For, lo I the days are hastening on 

By prophet bards foretold, 
When with the ever circling years 

Comes round the age of gold : 
When Peace shall over all the earth 

Its ancient splendors fling, 
And the whole world give back the song 

Which now the angels sing. 

Edmttod Hamiltoo Start. i8|^ 
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** TAat was tkt irut Lights which Ughttth tvtry 
• man which c^mttk UUo the world" 



A THOUSAND years have come and gone. 

And near a thousand more. 
Since happier light from heaven shone 

Than ever shone before ; 
And in the hearts of old and young 

A joy most joyful stirred, 
That sent such news from tongue to tongue 

As ears had never heard. 

Then angels on their starry way 

Felt bliss unfelt before, 
For news that men should be as they 

To darkened earth they bore ; 
So toiling men and angels bright 

A first communion had. 
And in meek mercy's rising light 

Were each exceeding glad. 



And we are glad, and we will sing, 

As in the days of yore ; 
Come all, and hearts made ready bring 

To welcome back once more 
The day when first on wintry earth 

A summer change began, 
And, dawning in a lowly birth. 

Uprose the Light of man. 

Thomas T. Lynch. 

" GUfry to God in the highest, and on earth 
Ptace, good-wili toward men.'" 

Long, long ago, in manger low, 

Was cradled from above 
A little child, in whom God smiled 

His Christmas gift of Love. 
Oh, hearts were bitter and unjust, 

And cruel hands were strong ! 
The noise he hushed with hope and trust, 

And Peace began her song. 
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Whene'er the Father's Christmas gifts 

Seem only frost and snow. 
And anxious stress and loneliness, 

And poverty and woe, — 
Behold the manger, rude and strange, 

In which a Christ-child lies ! 
O welcome guest, thy cradle-nest 

Is always God's surprise I 

For trouble, cold, and dreary care 

Are angels in disguise. 
And greeted fair with trust and prayer, 

As Peace and Love they rise : 
Straightway provide a welcome wide, 

Nor wonder why they came ; 
They stand outside our hearts, and bide. 

Knocking in Jesus' name. 

Jane Andrews. 
W. C Gannett. 



Glory UG^ 
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Calm, on the listening ear of night, 
Come heaven's melodious strains, 

Where wild Judea stretches far 
Her silver-mantled plains. 



Celestial choirs, from courts above, 

Shed sacred glories there ; 
And angels, with their sparkling lyres, 

Make music on the air. 

The answering hills of Palestine 

Send back the glad reply ; 
And greet, from all their holy heights. 

The Dayspring from on high. 

O'er the blue depths of Galilee 

There comes a holier calm ; 
And Sharon waves, in solemn praise, 

Her silent groves of palm. 

" Glory to God ! " the sounding skies 
Loud with their anthems ring ; 

** Peace to the earth, good-will to men. 
From heaven's eternal King 1 " 

Light on thy hills, Jerusalem I 

The Saviour now is born ! 
And bright, on Bethlehem's joyous plains 

Breaks the first Christmas mom. 

Bdmand Hamilton Sean. 
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** And JttMt wot moved with comptusion ttfward 
tkefttf btcauu they were as aktep noi having^ a 
Uupfurd:* 

When the Lord of Love was here, 
Happy hearts to him were dear. 

Though his heart was sad ; 
Worn and lonely for our sake. 
Yet he turned aside to make 

All the weary glad. 

Meek and lowly were his ways ; 
From his loving grew his praise. 

From his giving, prayer : 
All the outcasts thronged to hear. 
All the sorrowful drew near 

To enjoy his care. 

When he walked the fields, he drew 
From the dowers, and birds, and dew, 
Parables of God ; 



For, within his heart of love, 
All the soul of man did move, 
God had his abode. 

Lord, be ours thy power to keep. 
In the very heart of grief. 

And in trial, love ; 
In our meekness to be wise, 
And through sorrow to arise 

To our God above. 

Fill us with thy deep desire 
All the sinful to inspire 

With the Father's life ; 
Free us from the cares that press 
On the heart of worldliness. 

From the fret and strife. Amen. 

Stoplord A. Brooke. 
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L. H. Redner. 
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•• BtAoU, I hringyou good tidings oj groat Joy ^ 
wktek shall bo to allpoopU:* 



O LITTLE town of Bethlehem I 

How still we see thee lie ; 
Above thy deep and dreamless sleep 

The silent stars go by ; 
Yet in thy dark streets shineth 

The everlasting Light ; 
The hopes and fears of all the years 

Are met in thee to-night. 

For Christ is bom of Mary, 

And^ gathered all above, 
While mortals sleep, the angels keep 

Their watch of wondering love. 
O morning stars, together 

Proclaim the holy birth 1 
And praises sing to God the King, 

And peace to men on earth. 



How silently, how silently. 

The wondrous gift is given ! 
So God imparts to human hearts 

The blessings of his heaven. 
No ear may hear his coming. 

But in this world of sin, 
Where meek souls will receive him, still 

The dear Christ enters in. 

O holy Child of Bethlehem 1 

Descend to us, we pray ; 
Cast out our sin, and enter in. 

Be bom in us to-day. 
We hear the Christmas angels 

The great glad tidings tell ; 
O come to us, abide with us. 

Our Lord Emmanuel 1 Amen. 

Phillips Brooki. 
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^^ Adotni 0r Christ^ 



Watchman, tell us of the night, — 
What its signs of promise are ; 
Traveller, o'er yon mountain's height, 
See that glory-beaming star ! 
Watchman, doth its beauteous ray 
Aught of hope or joy foretell? 
Traveller, yes; it brings the day,— 
Promised day of IsraeL 

Watchman, tell us of the night : 
Higher yet that star ascends. 
Traveller, blessedness and light, 
Peace and truth, its course portends. 
Watchman, will its beams alone 
Gild the spot that gave them birth? 
Thiveller, ages are its own : 
See I it bursts o'er all the earth. 
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Watchman, tell us of the night ; 
For the morning seems to dawn. 
Traveller, darkness takes its fliglit. 
Doubt and terror are withdrawn. 
Watchman, let thy wanderings cease : 
Hie thee to thy quiet home. 
Traveller, lo I the Prince of Peace, 
Lo 1 the Son of God, is come. 

Sir John Bowiia^ i8a^ 

Angels bending from the sky 
Chanted at the glorious birth : 
" Glory be to God on high. 
Peace, good-will to men on earth.'* 
Join we then our feeble lays 
To the chorus of the sky ; 
And, in songs of grateful praise. 
Glory give to God on high. 

Harriet Aober. 
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Star ofiht Bati. 

Brightest and best of the sons of the moming. 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid ; 

Star of the east, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 

Say, shall we yield him, in costly devotion. 
Odors of Edom, and offerings divine? 

Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean, 
Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the mine? 

Vainly we offer each ample oblation ; 

Vainly with gifls would his favors secure : 
Richer by far is the heart's adoration ; 

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid; 

Star of the east, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 



Itttiaald Babv. iSti 
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ERFURT. L.M. 

( Vom Himmel hock da kamm* ich Jktr.) 



The melody attributed to Martin Luther. 
Magdsburger Gesangbuch, 154a 
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' Btholdlhringytmgcodtidingi 0/ great jiiy^ ntkich skaUbeU aU^^pk^ 

*'From heaven above to earth I come 
To bear good news to every home; 
Glad tidings of great joy I bring, 
Whereof I now will say and sing: 

<'To you this night is bom a child 
Of Mary, holy mother mild ; 
This little child of lowly birth, 
Shall be the joy of all your earth." 

Kow let us all with gladsome cheer 
Follow the shepherds, and draw near 
To see this wondrous gift of God, 
Who hath such grace on earth bestowed 

Give heed, my heart, lift up thine eyes I 
Who is it in yon manger lies? 
Who is this child, so young and fair? 
The blessed Christ-child lieth there. 

Welcome to earth, thou noble guest, 
Through whom e'en wicked men are blest I 
Thou comest to share our misery, 
What can we render. Lord, to thee ! 

Ah 1 dearest Jesus, Holy Child, 
Make thee a bed, soft, undefiled, 
Within my heart, that it may be 
A quiet chamber kept for thee. Amen. 

Martin Lolber, xy/x TV. by Catherine Wlnkworth. t 
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*'rA# Oi^ki oftht knawUdgt 0/tkt glory o/Gcd 
in tht fact ^ Jestu Chrut." 

Strong Son of God, immortal Love, • 
Whom we, that have not seen thy face, 
By faith, and faith alone, embrace, 
B#lieving where we cannot prove ; 

Thou seemest human and divine, 
The highest, holiest manhood thou : 
Our wills are ours, we know not how ; 
Our wills are ours, to make them thine. 

Our little systems have their day ; 
They have their day and cease to be ; 
They are but broken lights of thee, 
And thou, O Lord, art more than they. 

Alfred Tennyaon* 
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**As I kav€ lotftJ yotL, thai ye alto hvt on§ 
oMothtr,^ 



If love the noblest, purest, best, 
If truth all other truths above, 
Will claim returns from every breast. 
Oh I surely Jesus claims our love. 

There 's not a hope with comfort fraught. 
Triumphant over death and time. 
But Jesus mingles in the thought, 
Forenmner of our course sublime. 

Emily Taylor. 



_ /T/T Christmas, 

I 00 • JetM qfNazarttk. 

" A CLOUD received him out of sight," — 
Even so ; and then men knew no more 
The human presence warm and bright. 
As he had walked the earth before ; 

The preacher of the mountain-side, 
Teaching the kingdom's reign within, 
Strong in rebuke of hardened pride. 
Yet pitiful of conscious sin : 

But sceptered now, and throned afar, 
They watched in dread his swift return. 
To see before his judgment bar 
The earth dissolve and heavens bum. 



The gathered clouds of centuries lift ; 
No king in wrath descends to reign. 
Yet king-like through the shining rift 
The Man of Nazareth comes again. 

O Friend and Brother, draw more near 
The while thy festival we keep ; 
Diviner shall our lives appear, 
Held fast in thy high fellowship. 

Frederick L. Hcmbm 
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J. Remington Faiuaicb. 
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Fkom "New Soog« aato tiM Lord." B7 pennlarioa of tha aatfaab 



O'er the dark wave of Galilee 
The gloom of twilight gathers fast. 
And on the waters drearily 
Descends the fitful evening blast. 

The weary bird has left the air, 
And sunk into his sheltered nest ; 
The wandering beast has sought his lair. 
And laid him down to welcome rest. 

Still, near the lake, with weary tread, 
Lingers a form of human kind ; 
And on his lone, unsheltered head 
Flows the chill night-damp of the wind. 

Why seeks he not a home of rest? 
Why seeks he not a pillowed bed ? 
Beasts have their dens, the bird its nest, 
He hath not where to lay his head. 

Such was the lot he freely chose. 
To bless, to save the human race ; 
And through his poverty there flows 
A rich, full stream of heavenly grace. 

William RtttMll. i8i6. 
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H^alkim£ with Ckriit. 

O Master, let me walk with thee 
In lowly paths of service free : 
Tell me thy secret ; help me bear 
The strain of toil, the fret of ca^e ; 



Help me the slow of heart to move 
By some clear, winning word of love ; 
Teach me the wayward feet to stay, 
And guide them in the homeward way. 

Teach me thy patience ; still with thee 
In closer, dearer company, 
In work that keeps faith sweet and strong, 
In trust that triumphs over wrong ; 

In hope that sends a shining ray 
Far down the future's broadening way ; 
In peace that only thou canst give, 
With thee, O Master, let me live ! Amen. 

Washington Gladden. 
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Jtsm prtaekimg tht Gctpd, 



How sweetly flowed the gospel's sound 
From lips of gentleness and grace, 
When listening thousands gathered round, 
And joy and reverence flUed the place ! 

From heaven he came, of heaven he spoke, 
To heaven he led his followers' way ; 
Dark clouds of gloomy night he broke. 
Unveiling an immortd day. 

" Come, wanderers, to my Father's home ; 
Come, all ye weary ones and rest." 
Yes, sacred Teacher, we will come, 
Obey thee, love thee, and be blest. 

Sir John Bowring. 
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w ^f\ " Greater lave katk no man than this^ that a 
X /^« mtoMlay tioTtmhU life for his /riendt!* 

Wherever through the ages rise 
The altars of self-sacrifice, 
Where love its arras hath opened wide. 
Or man for man has calmly died. 

We see the same white wings outspread, 
That hovered o'er the Master's head ; 
And in all lands beneath the sun 
The heart affirmeth, " Love is one.' 

Up from undated time they come, 
The martyr-souls of heathendom. 
And to his cross and passion bring 
Their fellowship of suffering. 

And the one marvel of their death 
To the one order witnesseth, — 
Each, in his measure, but a part 
Of thine unmeasured loving heart. 
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J. a Whittier.t 

"AndtMarw tkaaheone/MiorJIoeKU and 
one Shepherd,*' 



Soon shall the slumbering mom awake. 
From wandering stars of error freed, 
When Christ the bread of heaven shall break 
For saints that own a common creed. 

The walls that fence his flocks apart 
Shall crack and crumble in decay. 
And every tongue and every heart 
Shall welcome in the new-bom day. 



Then shall his glorious Church rejoice 
His word of promise to recall, — 
One sheltering Fold, one Shepherd's voice, 
One God and Father over all ! 

Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

**And other shee/ I have, which are not 0/ this 
fold; them also I mtttst Mn^r, and they shaU 
hear my voice** 

Though scattered far the flock may stray. 
His own the shepherd still shall claim, — 
The saints who never learned to pray, — 
The friends who never spoke his name. 

Dear Master, while we hear thy voice 
That says, " The truth shall make you free," 
Thy servants still by loving choice. 
Oh, keep us faithful unto thee ! Amen. 

Oliver WendeU Holmes. 

T^O ** H^hosoever doth not tear his cross, and cotme 
^ / O * after tne^ cannot be my disciple** 

Dark were the paths our Master trod. 
Yet never failed his trust in God ; 
Cruel and fierce the wrongs he bore. 
Yet he but felt for man the more. 

Unto the cross in faith he went. 
His Father's willing instrument ; 
Upon the cross his prayer arose 
In pity for his mthless foes. 

Oh, may we all his kindred be. 
By holy love and sympathy ; 
Still loving man through every ill. 
And trusting in our Father's will. 

WilHtra Oadidl. 
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1 7 A, Immcrtai Lov«, 

Immortal Love, forever fuU, 

Forever flowing free, 
Forever shared, forever whole, 

A never-ebbing sea I 

Our outward lips confess the name 

All other names above ; 
Love only knoweth whence it came. 

And comprehendeth love. 

Blow, winds of God, awake and blow 

The mists of earth away I 
Shine out, O Light Divine, and show 

How wide and far we stray I 

The letter fails, and systems fall, 

And every symbol wanes ; 
The Spirit over-brooding all 

Eternal Love remains. 

John G. Whittiar. 
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" Tkai Ckritt may dwU in ymur ktmrtt 
fy faith,*' 



He Cometh not a king to reign ; 

The world's long hope is dim ; 
The weary centuries watch in vain 

The clouds of heaven for him. 

But warm, sweet, tender, even yet 

A present help is he ; 
And &ith has still its Olivet, 

And love its Galilee* 



The healing of his seamless dress 

Is by our beds of pain ; 
We touch him in life's throng and presa^ 

And we are whole again. 

In joy of inward peace, or sense 

Of sorrow over sin, 
He is his own best evidence. 

His witness is within. 

Joho G. WUtdar. 
I'TO. fr^JUmriJ^ealL 

O Lord and Master of us all ! 

Whate'er our name or sign. 
We own thy sway, we hear thy call^ 

We test our lives by thine. 

To thee our full humanity. 

Its joys and pains, belong ; 
The wrong of man to man on thee 

Inflicts a deeper wrong. 

Who hates, hates thee, who loves becomes 

Therein to thee allied ; 
All sweet accords of hearts and homes 

In thee are multiplied. 

Deep strike thy roots, O heavenly Vine, 

Within our earthly sod, 
Most human and yet most divine. 

The flower of man and God I Amen. 

John O. Whittier 
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ST. AGNES. CM. 



Rev. J. B. Dykes. 
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^77* Th4Ligki,tktTndM^HUHri^, 

O Love 1 O Life 1 Our faith and sight 

Thy presence maketh one : 
As through transfigured clouds of white 

We trace the noonday sun. 

So, to our mortal eyes subdued. 
Flesh-veiled but not concealed, 

We know in thee the ^therhood 
And heart of God revealed. 

We faintly hear, we dimly see. 
In differing phrase we pray ; 

But, dim or clear, we own in thee, 
The Light, the Truth, the Way I 

To do thy will is more than praise, 
As words are less than deeds, 

And simple trust can find thy ways 
We miss with chart of creeds. 

Our Friend, our Brother, and our Lord ; 

What may thy service be? — 
Nor name, nor form, nor ritual word, 

But simply following thee. 

JohB O. Whittkr. 
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"Cmwt MM/tf mt ^ all y§ thai labor amd art ktttvf* 
UuUm, ami I mOgtvtjtoit rest" 

The loving Friend to all who bowed 

Beneath life's weary load, 
From lips baptized in humble prayer 

His consolations flowed. 

The faithful Witness to the Truth, 

His just rebuke was hurled 
Out from a heart that burned to break 

The fetters of the world. 

No hollow rite, no lifeless creed, 
His piercing glance could bear ; 

But longing hearts which sought him found 
That God and heaven were there. 

Samuel Lonsfellow. 
7X# Bomd 0/ Ltvt. 

Beneath the shadow of the cross. 

As earthly hopes remove, 
His new commandment Jesus gives, — 

His blessed word of love. 

O bond of union, strong and deep 1 

O bond of perfect peace I 
Not even the lifted cross can harm. 

If we but hold to this. 

Then, Jesus, be thy spirit ours ; 

And swift our feet shall move 
To deeds of pure self-sacrifice, 

And the sweet tasks of love. 

Samatl LongftlloWi 
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JESUS CHRIST. 



GOSS. L.M. Doable. 



Sir John Goss. 
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Ait €ro9t and foUem mr.** 



tuiiJt ttuit tt^ 



Beside the shore of Galilee, 

A voice was heard athwart the sea,— > 

A voice at once of tender tone, 

Yet grave with meaning all its own: 

And humble fishers, as they heard, 

Forgot their nets, obeyed its word, 

Left all, disciples true to be. 

For Christ had uttered — " Follow me I •» 



Christ calls us not to come by creed, 
But by the truthful faith of deed ; 
And we who would obey his call 
Must make his teachings lord of all ; 
Must learn his love, and cease from strife, 
And mould our minds to his through life. 
If we disciples true would be, 
For Christ hath uttered— "Follow me!" 

Goodwyn BwBby. 



PALM SUNDAY. 
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MOSCOW. 7.6. Doable. 



J. B. Calkin. 
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Hosanna! loud hosanna! 

The little children sang; 
Through pillared court and temple 

The glorious anthem rang: 
To Jesus, who had blessed them, 

Close folded to his breast, 
The children sang their praises, 

The simplest and the best. 

From Olivet they followed, 

'Midst an exultant crowd, 
Waving the victor palm-branch. 

And shouting clear and loud; 
Bright angels joined the chorus 

Beyond the cloudless sky, — 
''Hosanna in the highest : 

Glory to God on high ! ^ Amen. 



Jeannette ThrdUL 



94 JESUS CHRIST. 

ROCKINGHAM. (ENGLISH.) L^. 



Edward Miludl 





A VOICE upon the midnight air, 
Where Kedron's moonlit waters stray, 
Weeps forth, in agony of prayer, 
** O Father 1 take this cup away." 

Ah ! thou who sorrowest unto death, 
We conquer in thy mortal fray ; 
And Earth, for all her children, saith, 
" O God I take not this cup away I " 

O Lord of sorrow ! meekly die ; 
Thou 'It heal or hallow all our woe ; 
Thy name refresh the mourner's sigh ; 
Thy peace revive the faint and low. 

Great Chief of faithful souls, arise ; 
None else can lead the martyr band, 
Who teach the brave how peril flies, 
When Faith, unarmed, uplifts the hand 

Thy parting blessing. Lord, we pray : 
Make but one fold below, above : 
And when we go the last lone way, 
Oh, give the welcome of thy love I Amen. 

June* Maitmeaa. 184a 
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**H* that taktth not his cross, and fotUwtth 
afUr nUt is not worthy oftn*** 

Pledge of our glorious home afar. 
The holy cross with joy we take ; 
Sign of a peace life could not mar, 
And of a faith death could not shake. 

It tells how Truth, once crucified. 
Now throned in majesty doth reign ; 
How Love is blest and glorified. 
That once on earth was mocked and slain. 

Up, brethren of the cross I and haste 
Onward where Jesus goes before ; 
We praise him best when we too taste 
The shame and cross that once he bore. 

Ludwig Andreas Cotter < 
loA* 9^»dt ptffKtikrotigk Smferinf. 

O Suffering Friend of human kind I 
How, as the fatal hour drew near. 
Came thronging on thy holy mind 
The images of grief and fear 1 

Gethsemane's sad midnight scene, 
The faithless friends, the exulting foes. 
The thorny crown, the insult keen. 
The scourge, the cross, before thee rose. 
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HUMILITY. L.M. 



S. p. TUCKERMAN. 





Did not thy spirit shrink dismayed. 

As the dark vision o'er it came ; 

And, though in sinless strength arrayed, 

Turn, shuddering, from the death of shame? 

Onward, like thee, through scorn and dread, 
May we our Father's call obey. 
Steadfast thy path of duty tread, [Amen. 
And rise, through death, to endless day I 

Stephen Greenleaf Bulfinch. 183a. 
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10 ^ " Bejv ihtrt/ort mtrci/ul^ at your FtUkir 
O ^\ • also is morci/itL** 

O God, my Father and my King, 
Of all I have, or hope, the spring ! 
Send down thy spirit from above. 
And fill my heart with heavenly love. 

Let love through all my conduct shine. 
An image fair, though faint, of thine ; 
Thus let me his disciple prove. 
Who came to manifest thy love. Amen. 

Simon Browne. 

J. Mainzer. 
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JESUS CHRIST. 



STABAT MATER. 8^7:8^7. 



Rev. J. B. Dykxs. 






186. 



Strtngth/rom th$ Cress. 

" It is finished ! " Man of sorrows ! 
From thy cross our frailty borrows 

Strength to bear and conquer thus* 
While extended there we view thee. 
Mighty Sufferer, draw us to thee,— 

Sufferer victorious I 



Not in vain for us uplifted, 
Man of sorrows, wonder-gifled, 

May that sacred emblem be I 
Lifted high amid the ages, 
Guide of heroes, saints, and sages. 

May it guide us still to thee I 

Still to thee, whose love unbounded 
Sorrow's depths for us has sounded, 

Perfected by conflicts sore. 
Honored be thy cross forever ; 
Star, that points our high endeavor 

Whither thou hast gone before I 

Frederic H. Hedii. 
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PALESTRINA. 8.8.8:4- 



From Palestrika. 
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Who katk oMuktd dtaik, and krmtiki lift and immortality U ligii^* 

Alleluu ! Alleluia i Alleluia ! 
Past are the cross, the scourge, the thorn. 
The scoffing tongue, the gibe, the scorn, 
And brightly breaks the Easter mom. 

Alleluia 1 

Gone are the gloomy clouds of night ; 
The shades of death are put to flight ; 
And from the tomb beams heavenly light 

Alleluia I 

And so in sorrow dark and drear. 
Though black the night, the mom is near; 
Soon shall the heavenly day appear. 

Alleluia I 

And when death's darkness dims our eyes. 
From out the gloom our souls shall rise 
In deathless glory to the skies. 

Alleluia I 

Then let us raise the glorious strain. 
Love's triumph over sin and pain. 
Faith's victory over terror's reign 1 

Alleluia. 
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JESUS CHRIST. 



REST. 7.7:7.7. 



RiCHAKD RiDRXAa 





X 00« 7t*u$ emr Ltadtr, 

Feeble, helpless, how shall I 
Learn to live, and learn to die? 
Who, O God, my guide shall be ? 
Who shall lead thy child to thee? 

Heavenly Father, gracious One, 
Thou hast sent thy blessed Son : 
He will give the light I need ; 
He my trembling steps will lead. 

Through this world, uncertain, dim. 
Let me ever learn of him ; 
From his precepts wisdom draw. 
Make his life my solemn law. 

Thus, in deed and thought and word, 
Led by Jesus Christ the Lord, 
In my weakness, thus shall I 
Learn to live, and learn to die ; — 

Learn to live in peace and love. 
Like the perfect ones above ; 
Learn to die without a fear, 
Knowing thee, my Father, near. 

William Henry Fo 
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^*K§ep through thine own nam* thott wk^m 
thou hast givtn nu, that tfuy may h* otUf 



mt we are. 



To the cross, O Lord, we bear 
All the spirit's darker care ; 
By the sense of sin oppressed. 
In the cross we seek our rest 



There the way of peace appears, 
Calm and bright 'mid strife and tears ; 
There the spirit's rest we see. 
Found alone, O God, in thee. 

By the patience of thy Son, 
By the prayer, " Thy will be done," — 
By the love, so strong in death, 
Blessing with the latest breath ; 

Teach us, Lord ; our souls inspire ; 
Kindle now the sacred fire ! 
Melt our hardness, bend our pride. 
Make us one with him who died I 

Thomu Hindu. 
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**Be ye there/ore feUewen ef God^ at dear 
cAiUrem.'* 



Father of eternal grace, 
Glorify thyself in me ; 
Sweetly beaming in my face 
May the world thine image see. 

Humble, holy, all-resigned 
To thy will — thy will be done ; 
Give me. Lord, the perfect mind 
Of thy well-belovfed Son. 

Counting gain and glory loss. 
May I tread the path he trod ; 
Die with Jesus on the cross. 
Rise with him to thee, my God. 



AMEN. 



Jamas Montgomery. 



EASTER. 
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SORRENTO. 7- Double. 



J. H. Deans. 
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He is gone ; a cloud of light 
Has received him from our sight, 
High in heaven, where eye of men 
Follows not, nor angels' ken ; 
Through the veils of time and space 
Passed into the holiest place ; 
All the toil, the sorrow done, 
All the battle fought and won. 

He is gone ; and we remain 
In this world of sin and pain, 
In the void which he has left ; 
On this earth, of him bereft, 



We have still his work to do, 
We can still his path pursue ; 
Seek him both in friend and foe, 
In ourselves his image show. 

He is gone ; but we once more 
Shall behold him as before, 
In the heaven of heavens the same 
As on earth he went and came ; 
In the many mansions there 
Place for us he will prepare ; 
In that world unseen, unknown. 
He and we may yet be one. 

Arthur P. Stanlay. 
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EASTER. 



HUMMEL. CM. 



C. Zeunex. 




I Q2» "^^ Divine Renewtr. 

The glory of the spring how sweet I 

The new-bom life how glad ! 
What joy the happy earth to greet 

In new, bright raiment clad ! 

Divine Renewer ! thee I bless ; 

I greet thy going forth ; 
I love thee in the loveliness 

Of thy renewed earth. 

But oh, these wonders of thy grace. 

These nobler works of thine, 
These marvels sweeter far to trace. 

These new births more divine ! 

These sinful souls thou hallowest, 

These hearts thou makest new, 
These mourning souls by thee made blest, 

These faithless hearts made true ! 

Still let new life and strength upspring, 

Still let new joy be given, 
And grant the glad new song to ring 

Through the new earth and heaven ! Amen. 

Thomas H. Gill. 
I Q3* ^^ Easter Sunday. 

Again the Lord of life and light 

Awakes the kindling ray ; 
Unseals the eyelids of the mom, 

And pours increasing day. 



This day be grateful homage paid, 

And loud hosannas sung ; 
Let gladness dwell in every heart. 

And praise on every tongue. 

Ten thousand differing lips shall join 

To hail this welcome morn, 
Which scatters blessings from its wings 

To nations yet unborn. 

Anna Laetitia Barbauld. 

"Y f\ A ** '^^ ^^"^ efrighUousneu dull arise with 
JL w £L • Mealing in his wing's,** 

On eyes that watch through sorrow's night 

On aching hearts and wom, 
Rise thou with healing in thy light, 

O happy Easter mom I 

The dead earth wakes beneath thy rays. 

The tender grasses spring ; 
The woods put on their robes of praise. 

And flowers are blossoming. 

O shine within the spirit's skies. 

Till, in thy kindling glow. 
From out the buried memories 

Immortal hopes shall grow : 

Till from the seed oft sown in grief. 

And wet with bitter tears. 
Our faith shall bind the harvest sheaf 

Of the eternal years. Amen. 

Frederick L. UouDtt 
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City of God, how broad and for 
Outspread thy walls sublime ! 

The true thy chartered freemen are. 
Of every age and clime. 



One holy Church, one army strong, 

One steadfast, high intent, 
One working band, one harvest-song, 

One King Omnipotent 1 

How purely hath thy speech come down 

From man's primeval youth 1 
How grandly hath thine empire grown 

Of Freedom, Love, and Truth ! 

How gleam thy watch-fires through the night. 

With never-fainting ray I 
How rise thy towers, serene and bright, 

To meet the dawning day 1 

In vain the surge's angry shock. 

In vain the drifting sands ; 
Unharmed, upon the Eternal Rock, 

The Eternal City stands. 

Samuel Johaaon. 



196, 



The Church Univtriai, 



One holy Church of God appears 
Through every age and race, 

Unwasted by the lapse of years, 
Unchanged by changing place. 

From oldest time, on farthest shores. 

Beneath the pine or palm. 
One Unseen Presence she adores, 

With silence or with psalm. 

Her priests are all God's faithful sons, 
To serve the world raised up ; 

The pure in heart her baptized ones ; 
Love, her communion-cup. 

The truth is her prophetic gift. 

The soul her sacred page ; 
And feet on mercy's errands swift 

Do make her pilgrimage. 

O living Church ! thine errand speed ; 

Fulfil thy task sublime ; 
With bread of life earth's hunger feed ; 

Redeem the evil time 1 Amen. 

Samuel Loogfalloi 
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THE CHURCH, 



DUNDEE. C.!it 



Scotch Psalter, 1615. 
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As I hav€ laved jfout n^tn m /mv hmt amMer^ 



Oh, here, if ever, God of love 1 

Let strife and hatred cease ; 
And every heart harmonious move, 

And every thought be peace. 

Not here, where met to think on him 
Whose latest thoughts were ours. 

Shall mortal passions come to dim 
The prayer devotion pours. 

No, gracious Master I not in vain 

Thy life of love hath been ; 
Tlie peace thou gav'st may yet remain. 

Though thou no more art seen. 

" Thy kingdom come : " we watch, we wait, 

To hear thy cheering call. 
When heaven shall ope its glorious gate, 

And God be all in all. 

Emily Taylor. 
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** IVkMoevtr mbidtth in him $in$uik n&L** 



Ye followers of the Prince of Peace, 
Who round his table draw ! 

Remember what his spirit was, 
What his peculiar law. 



The love which all his bosom filled 

Did all his actions guide ; 
Inspired by love, he lived and taught; 

Inspired by love, he died. 

Let all the sacred law fulfil ; 

Like his be every mind ; 
Be every temper formed by love. 

And every action kind. 

BirmiDgham CoUection. 



"* W* hum thai we have pnsud/rem death 
uttie Itfe^ becamu we lave ike brethren," 



A HOLY air is breathing round, — 

A fragrance from above ; 
Be every soul from sense unbound, 

Be every spirit love. 

O God, unite us heart to heart, 

In sympathy divine. 
That we be never drawn apart. 

And love not thee nor thine. 

But by the cross of Jesus taught. 

And by thy gracious word. 
Be nearer to each other brought, 

And nearer to the Lord I Amen. 

A. A. Livennore 
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ILRLEY. CBL 



Sir Joseph Barnby. 
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Immortal by their deed and word. 
Like light around them shed, 

Still speak the prophets of the Lord, 
Still live the sainted dead. 

The voice of old by Jordan's flood 

Yet floats upon the air ; 
We hear it in beatitude, 

In parable and prayer. 

And still the beauty of that life 

Shines star-like on our way, 
And breathes its calm amid the strife 

And burden of to-day. 

Earnest of life forevermore 

That life of duty here, — 
The trust that in the darkest hour 

Looked forth and knew no fear ! 

Spirit of Jesus, still speed on ! 

Speed on thy conquering way. 
Till every heart the Father own. 

And all his will obey I 

Frederick L. Hoemer. 



20I* *^H€wnimiwt€bimzg90d^* 

Behold, where in a mortal form, 
Appears each grace divine ! 

The virtues, all in Jesus met. 
With mildest radiance shine. 

To spread the rays of heavenly light. 

To give the mourner joy. 
To preach glad tidings to the poor. 

Was his divine employ. 

'Mid keen reproach and cruel scorn. 
Patient and meek he stood : 

His foes, ungrateful, sought his life ; 
He labored for their good. 

In the last hour of deep distress, 

Before his Father's throne, 
With soul resigned, he bowed, and said, 

"Thy will, not mine, be done ! " 

Be Christ our pattern and our guide ; 

His image may we bear I 
Oh, may we tread his holy steps. 

His joy and glory share 1 

Wniiun Enfield. 
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BOYLSTON. S.M. 



Lowell Mason. 
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202* A»//aw e/^tf CAA^ 

To thee, O God in heaven I 
This little one we bring ; 
Giving to thee what thou hast given, — 
Our dearest offering. 

Into a world of toil 
These little feet will roam, 
"Where sin its purity may soil, 
Where care and grief may come. 

Oh, then, let thy pure love, 
With influence serene. 
Come down, like water, from above. 
To comfort and make clean 1 Amen. 

Jomn Freeman ClarkA. 

ST. MICHAEL. S.M. 



203* Bt^itm o/CkUdrm, 

To him who children blessed. 
And suffered them to come, — 
To him who took them to his breast. 
We bring these children home. 

To thee, O God, whose face 
Their spirits still behold, 
We bring them, praying that thy grace 
May keep, thine arms enfold. 

And as this water falls 
On each unconscious brow. 
Thy Holy Spirit grant, O Lord, 
To keep them pure as now. Amen. 

James Freeman Clarke. 
From the Genevan Psalter, 1563. 
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A VOICE by Jordan's shore ! 
A summons stern and clear : 
Reform ! be just ! and sin no more ! 
God's judgment draweth near ! 

A voice by Galilee, 
A holier voice I hear : 
Love God ! thy neighbor love ! for see, 
God's mercy draweth near I 

O voice of Duty, still 
Speak forth : I hear with awe ; 
In thee I own the sovereign will, 
Obey the sovereign law. 

Thou higher voice of Love I 
Yet speak thy word in me ; 
Through Duty let me upward move 
To thy pure liberty ! Amen. 

Samuel Longfellow. X864. 

Thou say'st, " Take up thy cross, 
O man, and follow me." 
The night is black, the feet are slack. 
Yet we would follow thee. 

Dim tracts of time divide 
Those golden days from me ; 
Thy voice comes strange o'er years of change ; 
How can we follow thee? 



Comes faint and far thy voice 
From vales of Galilee ; 
Thy vision fades in ancient shades ; 
How should we follow thee ? 

Ah, sense-bound heart and blind 1 
Is nought but what we see ? 
Can time undo what once was true? 
Can we not follow thee ? 

O heavy cross — of faith 
In what we cannot see ! 
As once of yore thyself restore. 
And help to follow thee I 

If not as once thou cam'st 
In true humanity. 
Come yet as guest within the breast 
That bums to follow thee. Amen. 

F. T. Padgnv*. 

^f\^ *^Ht thai taitk kt ahideik in kirn, tmzhi himself 
^^\J» alto M i0 walk, tv*n as kt walked,** 

Jesus, I fain would find 
Thy zeal for God in me. 
Thy yearning pity for mankind. 
Thy burning charity. 

In me thy spirit dwell I 
In me thy mercy move I 
So shall the fervor of my zeal 

Be the pure flame of love ! Amen. 

Charies WeitaQib 
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G. H. Garrett. 
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*^Fargw€ U9 our trttpautt^ 



God of mercy, God of love, 
Hear our sad, repentant songs : 
Listen to thy suppliant ones, 
Tkou to whom all grace belongs I 

Deep our shame for follies past. 
Talents wasted, time misspent ; 
Hearts debased by worldly carea^ 
Thankless for the blessings lent; 

Foolish fears and fond desires. 
Vain regrets for things as vain ; 
Lips too seldom taught to praise. 
Oft to murmur and complain. 

These and every secret fault. 
Filled with grief and shame, we own ; 
Humbled at thy feet we bow. 
Seeking streng^ from thee alone. 

God of mercy, God of love. 

Hear our sad, repentant songs ; 

Oh, restore thy suppliant ones, 

Thou to whom all grace belongs 1 Amen. 

John Tajrlor. 



Come, said Jesus' sacred voice, — 
Come, and make my paths your choice ; 
I will guide you to your home : 
Weary pilgrim, hither come. 

Thou who, houseless, sole, forlorn. 
Long hast borne the proud world's scorn. 
Long hast roamed the barren waste. 
Weary pilgrim, liither haste. 

Ye who, tossed on beds of pain. 
Seek for ease, but seek in vain ; 
Ye whose swoln and sleepless eyes 
Long to see the morning rise ; 

Ye, by fiercer anguish torn, 
In remorse for guilt who mourn,— 
Here repose your heavy care : 
A wounded spirit who can bear? 

Sinner, come ; for here is found 
Balm that flows for every wound. 
Peace that ever shall endure. 
Rest eternal, sacred, sure. 

Aaxu Laetitaa BaitMuId. 
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J. H. Knkcht. 
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Tke kingdom 9/ God it rightt<mtfus$. 



Lord, when through sin I wander 

So very far from thee, 
I think in some far country 

Thy sinless home must be ; 
But when, with heartfelt sorrow 

I pray thee to forgive, 
Thy pardon is so perfect. 

That in thy heaven I live. 

That heaven. Lord, so surrounds me 

That, when I do the right. 
The saddest path of duty 

Is lightened by its light : 
I know not what its glories 

Before thy throne must be. 
But here thy smiling presence 

Is heaven on earth to me. 

Charles Smith. 



fy Y ^ " T0-de^, ifyt will hear Ait twiee^ harden not 
^ X V/« j0itr hemrtt.** 

To-DAV thy gate is open, 

And all who enter in 
Shall find a Father's welcome. 

And pardon for their sin. 
The past shall be forgotten, 

A present joy be given, 
A future grace be promised, 

A glorious crown in heaven. 

To-day our Father calls us. 

His Holy Spirit waits ; 
His blessed angels gather 

Around the heavenly gates : 
No question will be asked us 

How oflen we have come ; 
Although we oft have wandered. 

It is our Father's home. 

Oswald ADeni 
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2 T T " ^ "''^ oruf, and go to my Faikgr/* 

Richly, oh, richly, have I been 
Blest, gracious Lord, by thee ; 

And morning, noon, and night thou hast 
Preserved me tenderly. 

And yet the love which thou canst claim 

To idols I have given ; 
And I have bound to earth the hopes 

That know no home but heaven. 

Unworthy to be called thy son, 
I come with shame to thee ; 

Father 1 oh, more than Father thou 
Hast ever been to me. 

Help me to break the heavy chains 
The world has round me thrown, 

And know the glorious liberty 
Of an obedient son. 

That I henceforth may heed whate'er 

Thy voice within me saith, 
Fix deeply in my heart of hearts 

A principle of faith. 



Faith that, like armor on my soul, 

Shall keep all evil out, 
More mighty than an angel host 

Encamped round about. 

William H. Funicai. 



Pn^img/or Dwim Ht^ 

Oh, help us, Lord I each hour of need 

Thy heavenly succor give : 
Help us in thought and word and deed. 

Each hour on earth we live. 

Oh, help us when our spirits bleed 

With contrite anguish sore ! 
And when our hearts are cold and dead. 

Oh, help us, Lord, the more 1 

Oh, help us, through the prayer of faitli. 

More firmly to believe 1 
For still the more the servant hath^ 

The more shall he receive. 

Oh, help us, Father, from on high I 

We know no help but thee : 
Oh, help us so to live and die. 

As thine in heaven to be 1 Amek. 

Henry H. MQidmi. 
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*^From whom eUl g9odn*u jltw$'** 

O Thou from whom all goodness flows, 

I lift my soul to thee ; 
In all my sorrows, conflicts, woes. 

Dear Lord, remember me 1 
When on my aching, burdened heart. 

My sins lie heavily, 
My pardon speak, new peace impart, 

In love remember me I 
Temptations sore obstruct my way, 

And ills I cannot flee : 
Oh, give me strength, Lord, as my day. 

For good remember me 1 
Distressed with pain, disease, and grief. 

This feeble body see ! 
Grant patience, rest, and kind relief, 

Hear, and remember me I 

When in the solemn hour of death 

I lift my soul to thee. 
Be this the prayer of my last breath, — 

Good Lord, remember me ! Amen. 

TbomM Haiveia.t 

Lord, X believe ; thy power I own, 

Thy word I would obey : 
I wander comfortless and lone, 

When from thy truth I stray. 



Lord, I believe ; but gloomy fears 
Sometimes bedim my sight : 

I look to thee with prayers and tears. 
And cry for strength and light 

Lord, I believe ; but thou dost know 
My faith is cold and weak ; 

Pity my frailty, and bestow 
The confidence I seek. 

Yes, I believe ; and only thou 

Canst give my soul relief; 
Lord, to thy truth my spirit bow I 

Help thou my unbelief I Amen. 

John Reynell Wreford. 1837. 
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Father of all our mercies, thou 
In whom we move and live. 

Hear us in heaven, thy dwelling, now, 
And answer and forgive. 

When, harassed by ten thousand foes. 

Our helplessness we feel, 
Oh, give the weary soul repose. 

The wounded spirit heal 1 

When dire temptations gather round« 

And threaten or allure, 
By storm or calm, in thee be found 

A refuge strong and sure. Amen. 

JUMt MontgOOMQk 
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Father, in thy mysterious presence kneeling, 

Fain would our souls feel all thy kindling love ; 
For we are weak, and need some deep revealing 

Of trust and strength and calmness from above. 

Lord, we have wandered forth through doubt and sorrow, 

And thou hast made each step an onward one ; 
And we will ever trust each unknown morrow, — 

Thou wilt sustain us till its work is done. 

In the heart's depths a peace serene and holy 

Abides ; and when pain seems to have her wiO^ 
Or we despair, oh, may that peace rise slowly. 

Stronger than agony, and we be still I 

Now, Father, now, in thy dear presence kneeling. 

Our spirits yearn to feel thy kindling love ; 
Now make us strong, -~ we need thy deep revealing 

Of trust and strength and calmness from above. Amcn. 

SamiMl JdhiMOB. 184^ 
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When winds are raging o'er the upper ocean, 
And billows wild contend with angry roar, 

Tis said, far down beneath the wild commotion^ 
That peaceful stillness reigneth evermore. 

Far, far beneath, the noise of tempest dieth. 
And silver waves chime ever peacefully, 

And no rude storm, how fierce soe'er it flieth. 
Disturbs the Sabbath of that deeper sea. 

So to the heart that knows thy love, O Purest, 
There is a temple sacred evermore 1 

And all the babble of life's angiy voices 
Dies in hushed stillness at its peaceful door. 

Far, far away, the roar of passion dieth, 
And loving thoughts rise calm and peacefully; 

And no rude storm, how fierce soe'er it flieth. 
Disturbs the soul that dwells, O Lordl in thee. 

O rest of rests I O peace serene, eternal I 
Thou ever livest, and thou changest never; 

And in the secret of thy presence dwelleth 
Fulness of joy, for ever and for ever. 
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Father, to us thy children, humbly kneeling. 
Conscious of weakness, ignorance, sin, and sham^ 

Give such a force of holy thought and feeling, 
That we may live to glorify thy name, 

That we may conquer base desire and passion. 
That we may rise from selfish thought and will, 

O'ercome the world's allurement, threat, and fashion. 
Walk humbly, gently, leaning on thee still. 

Let all thy goodness by our minds be seen. 

Let all thy mercy on our souls be sealed: 
Lord, if thou wilt, thy power can make us dean; 

Oh, speak the word, thy servants shall be healed I Ameit. 

JaiMt FrMman C1af1c« il4t» 
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Z I W • " Tihdayt ifyf will hear ku voice, harden net yemr keart*^ 

Hark, hark, my soul I thy Father's voice is calling, 

E'en now it breathes o'er life's dark, troubled sea; 
His gracious truth like heavenly dew is falling; 

Hark, hark, my soul 1 thy Father calls for thee. 

Father of mercy. Father of love ! 

Thee would we follow to our blest home above. 

Hark, hark, my soul ! from heaven that voice is pleading 

With thee, ere evil days draw darkly near; 
Still by his love our Father's hand is leading. 

From sin and shame, from sorrow, doubt, and fear. 

Father of mercy, Father of love ! 

Thee would we follow to our blest home above. 

Hark, hark, my soul I still, still that voice is sounding. 
Like music sweet from some far distant shore, 

While angel bands, our daily path surrounding. 
Lead God's dear children on for evermore. 
Father of mercy. Father of love ! 

• Thee would we follow to our blest home above. Amek. 

John P«gB Hopps. 
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Dear Lord and Father of mankind 1 

Forgive our foolish ways I 
Reclothe us in our rightful mind, 
In purer lives thy service find, 

In deeper reverence, praise. 

In simple trust like theirs who heard. 

Beside the Syrian sea, 
The gracious calling of the Lord, 
Let us, like them, without a word. 

Rise up and follow thee. 

O Sabbath rest by Galilee ! 

O calm of hills above, 
Where Jesus knelt to share with thee 
The silence of eternity 

Interpreted by love ! 

With that deep hush subduing all 
Our words and works that drown 

The tender whisper of thy call. 

As noiseless let thy blessing fall 
As fell thy manna down. 

Drop thy still dews of quietness, 

Till all our strivings cease; 
Take from our souls the strain and stress, 
And let our ordered lives confess 

The beauty of thy peace. Amen. 
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Eternal Ruler of the ceaseless round 
Of circling planets singing on their way ; 

Guide of the nations from the night profound 
Into the glory of the perfect day ; 

Rule in our hearts, that we may ever be 

Guided, and strengthened, and upheld, by thee. 

We are of thee, the children of thy love, 
The brothers of thy well-beloved Son. 

Descend, O Holy Spirit ! like a dove, 

Into our hearts, that we may be as one,— 

As one with thee, to whom we ever tend; 

As one with him, our brother and our friend. 

We would be one in hatred of all wrong, 
One in our love of all things sweet and fidr. 

One with the joy that breaketh into song. 
One with the grief that trembles into prayer. 

One in the power that makes thy children free 

To follow truth, and thus to follow thee. 
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Oh I clothe us with thy heavenly armor, Lord,— 
Thy trusty shield, thy sword of love divine; 

Our inspiration be thy constant word; 
We ask no victories that are not thine; 

Give or withhold, let pain or pleasure be. 

Enough to know that we are serving thee. Amen. 

JobnW. 



God is mir G0d/or evtr and tvtr : ht wiB ht our guidi avenwvio durik^ 

O King of mercy, from thy throne on high. 
Look down in love, and hear our humble cry 1 

Thou art the mourner's stay, the sinner's Friend, 
Sweet fount of joy and blessings without end. 

Oh, come and cheer us with thy heavenly grace. 
Reveal the brightness of thy glorious face. 

In cooling cloud by day, in fire by night. 

Be near our steps, and make our darkness light 

Go where we go, abide where we abide. 

In life, in death, our comfort, strength, and Guide. 

Oh, lead us daily with thine eye of love, 

And bring us safely to our home above. Amen. 

ThonuuR.Bi 



C(£NA DOMINI. loza 



Sir Arthur Sullivan. 
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GoduSpirH, 

O God, O Spirit, Light of all that live, 
Who dost on them that sit in darkness shine ! 
The darkness ever with the light doth strive. 
Yet pour on us again thy beams divine. 

O Breath from out the eternal silence I blow 
Softly upon our spirits' waiting ground ; 
The precious fulness of our God bestow. 
That fruits of faith, love, reverence may abound. 

O Fountain, that dost unexhausted flow 

To quench the thirst that seeks thy waters clear I 

O God, O Spirit, Life of life ! flow now 

Into the hearts which seek thy quickening here. Ameit, 

Gerhard 
**Tht IVt^^ ikg Trutk, mmdtht LiftV 

O THOU great Friend to all the sons of men, 
\Vho once appeared in humblest guise below. 
Sin to rebuke, to break the captive's chsdn, 
And call thy brethren forth from want and woe 1 

We look to thee : thy truth is still the light 
Which guides the nations, groping on their way. 
Stumbling and falling in disastrous night. 
Yet hoping ever for the perfect day. 

Yes : thou art still the Life ; thou art the Way 
The holiest know, — light, Life, and Way of heaven; 
And they who dearest hope, and deepest pray, 
Toil by the light, life, way, which thou hast given* 



Theodoie Pftxkar. 
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Abide in me ; o'ershadow by thy love 
Each half-formed purpose and dark thought of sin $ 
Quench, ere it rise, each selfish, low desire. 
And keep my soul as thine, calm and divine. 

As some rare perfume in a vase of clay 

Pervades it with a fragrance not its own, 

So when thou dwellest in a mortal soul. 

All heaven's own sweetness seems around it thrown. 

Abide in me ; there have been moments blest, 
When I have heard thy voice and felt thy power; 
Then evil lost its grasp, and passion, hushed, 
Owned the divine enchantment of the hour. 



These were but seasons beautiful and rare ; 
Abide in me, and they shall ever be ; 
Fulfil at once thy precept and my prayer, — 
Come and abide in me, and I in thee. Amen. 

HiRltl Batcher 
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Nearer, my God, to thee, 

Nearer to thee : 
E'en though it be a cross 

That raiseth me. 
Still all my song would be. 
Nearer, my God, to thee, — 

Nearer to thee I 

Though, like the wanderer. 
The sun gone down, 

Darkness be over me, 
My rest a stone, 

Yet in my dreams I'd be 

Nearer, my God, to thee, — 
Nearer to thee I 



There let the way appear 

Steps unto heaven ; 
All that thou sendest me 

In mercy given ; 
Angels to beckon me 
Nearer, my God, to thee, — 

Nearer to thee 1 

Then with my waking thoughts, 
Bright with thy praise, 

Out of my stony griefi. 
Bethel I '11 raise ; 

So by my woes to be 

Nearer, my God, to thee, -^ 
Nearer to thee 1 
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Or if on joyful wing, 

Cleaving the sky, 
San, moon, and stars forgot. 

Upwards I fly ; 

SALEM. 6.10:6.10. 



Still all my song shall be. 
Nearer, my God, to thee, — 
Nearer to thee 1 Amen. 

Sarah F. Adama. 
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Wilt thou not visit me? 
The plant beside me feels thy gentle dew; 

Each blade of grass I see 
From thy deep earth its quickening moisture 
drew. 

Wilt thou not visit me? 
Thy morning caUs on me with cheering tone, 

And every hill and tree 
Lends but one voice, the voice of thee alone. 



Dtnrttfor GotTi Prtunn, 



Come \ for I need thy love 
More than the flower the dew, or grass the 
rain; 

Come, like thy holy dove, 
And let me in thy sight rejoice to live again. 

Yes I thou wilt visit me ; 
Nor plant nor tree thine eye delights so well. 

As when, from sin set free, 
My spirit loves with thine in peace to dwell. 

Jooea Veiy. 
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Rise, my soul, and stretch thy wings, 

Thy better portion trace ; 
Rise, from transitory things. 

Towards heaven, thy native place : 
Sun and moon and stars decay, 
Time shall soon this earth remove ; 
Rise, my soul, and haste away 

To seats prepared above. 

Rivers to the ocean run, 

Nor stay in all their course ; 
Fire, ascending, seeks the sun ; 

Both speed them to their source : 
So a soul that 's bom of God 
Pants to view his glorious face ; 
Upward tends to his abode, 

To rest in his embrace. 

RoMit SMgrsTC. t 
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Open, Lord, my inward ear, 
And bid my heart rejoice ; 

Bid my quiet spirit hear 
Thy comfortable voice ; 

Never in the whirlwind found, 

Or where earthquakes rock the place ; 

Still and silent is the sound, 
The whisper of thy grace ! 



From the world of sin and noise 

And hurry, I withdraw ; 
For the small and inward voice 

I wait with humble awe : 
Silent am I now and still ; 
Dare not in thy presence move ; 
To my waiting soul reveal 

The secret of thy love ! Amen. 

Charles Wesley. 1743. 
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Th* Lord is tky Ketper: 



See the Lord, thy Keeper, stand, 

Omnipotently near ; 
Lo ! he holds thee by the hand, 

And banishes thy fear ; 
Shadows with his wings thy head ; 
Guards from all impending harms ; 
Round thee and beneath are spread 

The everlasting arms. 

God shall bless thy going out, 

Shall bless thy coming in ; 
Kindly compass thee about, 

And guard from every sin. 
He is still our sure defence. 
We his ceaseless care shall prove, 
Kept by watchful providence 

And ever-waking love. 

Charles Weslaf. t 



PRAYER AND ASPIRATION. 



T2I 



LUX BENIGN A. 10.4: 104 :io.xa 



Rey. J. B. Dykes. 







/^ 



n 



. i \ f'' 






r r r 



1SL 



jZ 



A • MBM« 



r rlr^pli 



r r r - 



«± 



Si 



-gr 



i 



231* TkiPiUar 

Lead, kindly Light, amid the encircling gloom, 

Lead thou me on ! 
The night is dark, and I am far from home, — 

Lead thou me on 1 
Keep thou my feet ; I do not ask to see 
The distant scene, — one step enough for me. 

I was not ever thus, nor prayed that thou 

Shouldst lead me on ; 
I loved to choose and see my path ; but now 

Lead thou me on I 



I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears, 
Pride ruled my will; remember not past 
years. 

So long thy power hath blest me, sure it still 

Win lead me on, 
O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till 

The night is gone \ 
And with the mom those angel faces smile 
Which I have loved long since, and lost 
awhile I 

Joha Htonr Nawmaa. i8|j> 
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Snhrt ConuenUUn, 

Take my life, and let it be 
Consecrated, Lord, to thee. 
Take my moments and my days ; 
Let th^m flow in ceaseless praise. 

Take my hands, and let them move 
At the impulse of thy love. 
Take my feet, and let them be 
Swift and beautiful for thee. 

Take my voice, and let me sing 
Always, only, for ray King. 
Take my lips, and let them be 
Filled with messages from thee. 

Take my silver and my gold ; 
Not a mite would I withhold. 
Take my intellect, and use 
Every power as thou shalt choose. 

Take my will, and make it thine ; 
It shall be no longer mine. 
Take my heart, it is thine own ; 
It shall be thy royal throne. 

Take my love ; my Lord, I pour 
At thy feet its treasure-store. 
Take myself, and I will be 
Ever, only, all for thee. Amen. 

FiancM Ridley IUt«i|iL 
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What thou wilt, O Father, give I 
All is gain that I receive. 
Let the lowliest task be mine. 
Grateful, so the work be thine. 

Let me find the humblest place 
In the shadow of thy grace : 
Blest to me were any spot 
Where temptation whispers not 

If there be some weaker one, 
Give me strength to help him on ; 
If a blinder soul there be, 
Let me guide him nearer thee. 

Clothe with life the weak intent. 
Let me be the thing I meant ; 
Let me find in thy employ 
Peace that dearer is than joy ; 

Out of self to love be led. 
And to heaven acclimated, 
Until all things sweet and good 
Seem my natural habitude. Amen. 

John G. Whittier. 
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Oatr Daffy Brtmd, 



Day by day the manna fell : 
Oh, to leam this lesson well I 
Still by constant mercy fed, 
Give me, Lord, my daily bread. 

" Day by day," the promise reads ; 
Daily strength for daily needs : 
Cast foreboding fears away ; 
Take the manna of to-day. 

Lord, my times are in thy hand : 
All my sanguine hopes have planned 
To thy wisdom I resign, 
And would make thy purpose mine. 

Thou my daily task shalt ghre ; 
Day by day to thee I live : 
So shall added years fulfil. 
Not my own, my Father's will 

Oh, to live exempt from care, 
By the energy of prayer ; 
Strong m faith, with mind subdued, 
Yet elate with gratitude ! 

Jonah Coodtr. itaft* 
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Let my life be hid in thee. 

Life of life and Light of light I 

Love's illimitable sea 1 

Depth of peace, of power the height I 

Let ray life be hid in thee 
From vexation and annoy ; 
Calm in thy tranquillity. 
All my mourning turned to joy. 

Let my life be hid in thee 
When alarms are gathering round. 
Covered with thy panoply. 
Safe within thy holy ground. 

Let my life be hid in thee 

When my strength and health shall M ; 

Let thine immorUlity 

In my dying hour prevail. 

Let my life be hid in thee, 
In the world and yet above ; 
Hid in thine eternity, 
In the ocean of thy love. Amen. 

John BttlLf 
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My spirit longs for thee 
Within my troubled breast. 
Though I unworthy be 
Of so divine a guest : 

Of so divine a guest 
Unworthy though I be, 
Yet has my heart no rest, 
Unless it come from thee : 

Unless it come from thee. 
In vain I look around : 
In all that I can see 
No rest is to be found : 

No rest is to be found. 
But in thy blessed love : 
Oh, let my wish be crowned, 
And send it from above ! Amen. 

John Byrom 1691-1763. 

** Bhntd art thay mkkk do tmrngtr 4U$d 
tktnt a/Ur rifkUoutmss," 

I FEEL within a want 
Forever burning there : 
What I so thirst for, grant, 
O thou who hearest prayer 1 



238. 



This is the thing I crave, — 
A likeness to thy Son ; 
This would I rather have 
Than call the world my own. 

Tis my most fervent prayer; 
Be it more fervent still : 
Be it my highest care, 
Be it my settled will. Amen. 

Waittn H. Purni 



O Love that casts out fear, 
O Love that casts out sin. 
Tarry no more without. 
But come and dwell within. 

True sunlight of the soul. 
Surround me as I go ; 
So shall my way be safe. 
My feet no straying know. 

Great Love of God, come in ; 
Well-spring of heavenly peace, 
Thou Living Water, come. 
Spring up, and never cease. Amen. 

Hortdin Bonar. 



SCHEPPLER. 9u8:9u8 8.6. 
(Ich will Dick lieben^ meine Starke.) 
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/ wtO Uv0 dUe, O Lord, my Sirtn^h.** 



Thee will I love, my Strength, my Tower, 
Thee will I love, my Hope, my Joy, 

Thee in thy works, with all my power, 
With ardor time shall ne'er destroy. 

Thee will I love, O Light Divine, 
So long as life is mine ! 

Oh, keep me watchful, then, and humble. 
And suffer me no more to stray; 

Uphold me when my feet would stumble. 
Nor let me loiter by the way; 

Fill all my nature with thy light, 
O Radiance strong and bright ! 

Thee will I love, my Crown of gladness, 
Thee will I love, my God and Lord, 

Amid the darkest depths of sadness, 
Not for the hope of high reward, 

For thine own sake, O Light Divine, 
So long as life is mine. Amen. 



Johann Scbeffler (Angelas SQesiat.) 
Tr. by Catherine Winkworth 
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Rev. J. B. 
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Thou hidden love of God, whose height. 
Whose depth unfathomed no man knows, 
I see from far thy beauteous light. 
Inly I sigh for thy repose. 
My heart is pained ; nor can it be 
At rest, till it find rest in thee. 

Thy secret voice invites me still 
The sweetness of thy yoke to prove : 
And fain I would ; but though my will 
Seem fixed, yet wide my passions rove ; 
Yet hindrances strew all the way ; 
I aim at thee, yet from thee stray. 

Tis mercy all, that thou hast brought 
My mind to seek her peace in thee : 
Yet, while I seek, but find thee not, 



.SW<lM!r q/itr Gcd, 



No peace my wandering soul shall see. 
Oh, when shall my wanderings end. 
And all my steps to thee-ward tend ? 

O Love, thy sovereign aid impart 
To save me from low-thoughted care ; 
Chase this self-will through all my heart. 
Through all its latent mazes there ; 
Make me thy duteous child, that I 
Ceaseless may " Abba, Father," cry ! 

Each moment draw fix)m earth away 
My heart, that lowly waits thy call ; 
Speak to my inmost soul, and say, 
" I am thy Love, thy God, thy All ! " 
To feel thy power, to hear thy voice, 
To taste thy love, be all my choice. 

Gerhard Tersteegen. Tr. John Wesley 
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Sir J08KPR Barnbt. 
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24.1. F^rUnUmwiihG^tU 

O Love 1 how cheering is thy ray ! 
All pain before thy presence flies ; 
Care, anguish, sorrow, melt away. 
Where'er thy healing beams arise. 
O Father ! nothing may I see. 
And nought desire or seek, but thee 1 

Unwearied may I this pursue, 

Undaunted to this prize aspire ; 

Each hour within my soul renew 

This holy flame, this heavenly Are ; 

And day and night be all my care 

To guard the sacred treasure there. Amen. 

Paul GerhardL Tr. by J. Wetley.t 

24.2. ^^AsOuhartpamUthJ^ 

As, panting in the sultry beam. 
The hart desires the cooling stream, 
So to thy presence, Lord, I flee. 
So longs my soul, O God, for thee ; 
Athirst to taste thy living grace, 
And see thy glory, face to face. 

Ah, why, by passing clouds oppressed. 
Should vexing thoughts distract thy breast? 
Turn, turn to him, in every pain, 
Whom suppliant never sought in vain ; 
Thy strength in joy's ecstatic day, 
Thy hope when joy has passed away. 

John Bowdlar 
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Livitig t» Gcd, 
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Oh, draw me. Father, after thee ! 
So shall I run and never tire ; 
With gracious words still comfort me ; 
Be thou my hope, my sole desire : 
Free me from every weight ; nor fear 
Nor sin can come, if thou art here. 

From all eternity, with love 
Unchangeable thou hast me viewed ; 
Ere knew this beating heart to move. 
Thy tender mercies me pursued : 
Ever with me may they abide, 
And close me in on every side ! Amen. 

Paul Gerhardt. Tr. by J. Wesley.f 
sound minJ." 



I WANT the spirit of power within, 
Of love, and of a healthful mind. 
Of power to conquer every sin, 
Of love to thee and all mankind ; 
Of health that pain and death defies. 
Most vigorous when the body dies. 

Oh, that the Comforter would come. 
Nor visit as a transient guest, 
But fix in me his constant home, 
And keep possession of my breast ; 
And make my soul his loved abode. 
The temple of indweUing God I 

CbarlM Wolcf .t 
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"Rttum U iky rtttf O wy mouI,^ 



Return, my soul, unto thy rest, 
From vain pursuits and maddening cares ; 
From lonely woes that wring thy breast. 
The world's allurements, toils, and snares. 

Return unto thy rest, my soul, 
From all the wanderings of thy thought ; 
From sickness unto death made whole, 
Safe through a thousand perils brought. 

Then to thy rest, my soul, return, 
From passions every hour at strife ; 
Sin's works and ways and wages spurn ; 
Lay hold upon eternal life. 

God is thy rest, — with heart inclined 
To keep his word, that word believe ; 
Christ is thy rest, — with lowly mind 
His light and easy yoke receive. 

James Montgomery. 



246. 



LtoingU God. 



O Thou who hast at thy command 
The hearts of all men in thy hand 1 
Our wayward, erring hearts incline 
To have no other will but thine. 

Our wishes, our desires, control ; 
Mould every purpose of the soul ; 
O'er all may we victorious be^ 
That stands between ourselves and thee. 



Thrice blest will all our blessings be, 
When we can look through them to thee ; 
When each glad heart its tribute pays 
Of love and gratitude and praise. 

And while we to thy glory live. 
May we to thee all glory give ; 
Until the joyful summons come, 
That calls thy willing servants home. 

Jane CotteriD. 



" / wmpraiu the Lord with my wkoU ktart. 



247, 

Oh, take this heart that I would give 
For ever to be all thine own ; 
I to myself no more would live, — 
Come, Lord, be thou my King alone ! 

What lives by life that is not thine, 
I yield it to thy righteous doom ; 
What yet resists thy power divine, 
Oh, let thy fire of love consume ! 

And then, within the heart abide 
That thou hast cleansed to be thy throne ; 
A look from thee shall be my guide, 
I watch but till thy will is known. 

Yes, make me thine, — though I am weak, 
Thy service makes us strong and free ; 
My Lord and King, thy face I seek ; 
For ever keep me true to thee. Amen. 

Gerhard Tereteegen. 
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DEVENTER. L.M. 



Bertrold Tours. 
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f< 



iVkatsoevtr yt dc^ 



ft 



Forth in thy name^ O Lord, I go, 
My daily labor to pursue ; 
Thee, only thee, resolved to know, 
In all I think, or speak, or do. 

The task thy wisdom hath assigned, 
Oh, let me cheerfully fulfil ! 
In all ray works thy presence find. 
And prove thine acceptable will. 

Preserve me from my calling's snare, 
And hide my simple heart above, — 
Above the thorns of choking care. 
The gilded baits of worldly love. 

Thee may I set at my right hand. 
Whose eyes my inmost substance see ; 
And labor on at thy command, 
And offer all my works to thee. 

Amen. 

Charles Wesley. 



i 
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24.Q» ** Lord, hen amir 

Here am I, Lord, thou callest me. 
Thou drawest and I follow thee ; 
My heart and soul thou dost demand I 
I lay them gladly in thy hand. 

It is my grief to come so late. 
Thy mercy had so long to wait ; 
It is my joy that love divine 
Could shine into a heart like mine. 

I dare not linger, — duties rise, 
Before unseen, to meet my eyes ; 
Contrite, I haste ray Lord to meet, 
But, ah, how laggard move these feet I 

Shed down on me thy mighty power. 
To strengthen for each coming hour ; 
And then, through flood, through fire and 

sword, 
I '11 follow thee, my Lord, my Lord ! 

Johann Rambach. Tr. by Sarah Findlatcr. 
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Sir Joseph Barnbt, 
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" luwkom wt iiiVt ami movt, at$d kavt 
Seimg." 



In thee I live, and move, and am ; 

Thou deal'st me out my days ; 
As thou renew'st my being, Lord, 

Let me renew thy praise. 

From thee I am, through thee I am, 

And for thee I must be ; 
T is better for me not to live, 

Than not to live to thee. 



My God, thou art my glorious Sun, 
By whose bright beams I shine : 

As thou. Lord, ever art with me. 
Let me be ever thine. 



Thou art my living Fountain, Lord, 
Whose streams on me do flow; 

Myself I render unto thee. 
To whom myself I owe. 

As thou, Lord, an immortal soul 

Hast breathed into me, 
So let my soul be breathing forth 

Immortal thanks to thee. Amen. 

John Maaott. 168s 



2K1m St€kiHi^tkeKnowU4gt0/G0d. 

Shine forth, eternal Source of lights 
And make thy glories known ; 

Fill our enlarged, adoring sight 
With lustre all thy own. 

Vain are the charms, and faint the rays, 
The brightest creatures boast ; 

And all their grandeur and their praise 
Is in thy presence lost. 

To know the Author of our frame 

Is our sublimest skill ; 
True science is to read thy name^ 

True life, to obey thy will. 

For this I long, for this I pray, 

And, following on, pursue. 
Till visions of eternal day 

Fix and complete the view. 

PhiUp DoddridgA. 




TAr Imur Calm, 

Calm me, my God, and keep me calm. 

While these hot breezes blow ; 
Be like the night-dew's cooling balm 

Upon earth's fevered brow. 

Yes, keep me calm, though loud and rude 
The sounds my ear that greet,— 

Calm in the closet's solitude. 
Calm in the bustling street; 
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Calm in the hour of buoyant health. 

Calm in my hour of pain ; 
Calm in my poverty or wealth, 

Calm in my loss or gain ; 

Calm as the ray of sun or star, 
Which storms assail in vain ; 

Moving unruffled through earth's war. 
The eternal calm to gain. 

Homdaa Boaar. 



^V • ^WB^P*w w^Wm #BiP^#* 



253. 

As pants the hart for cooling streams 
When heated in the chase. 

So longs my soul, O God, for thee, 
And thy refreshing grace. 

For thee, my God, the living God, 

My thirsty soul doth pine ; 
Oh, when shall I behold thy face. 

Thou Majesty Divine I 

Why restless, why cast down, my soul? 

Trust God, and he'll employ 
His aid for thee, and change these sighs 

To thankful hymns of )oy. 



Why restless, why cast down, my soul? 

Hope still, and thou shalt sing 
The praise of him who b thy God, 

Thy health's eternal spring. 

Tate and Brady. 

Father of me and all mankind. 

And all the hosts above. 
Let every understanding mind 

Unite to praise thy love. 

Thy kingdom come, with power and grace, 

To every heart of man ; 
Thy peace and joy and righteousness 

In all our bosoms reign, — 

The righteousness that never ends, 

But makes an end of sin ; 
The joy that human thought transcends. 

Into our souls bring in ; 

The kingdom of established peac^ 

Which can no more remove ; 
The perfect powers of godliness, 

The omnipotence of love. Amen. 

Charlia Wailvy 
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Rev. I^ G. Haynb. 
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" Prtyf without cttuing.^ 



Mv God, my strength, my hope, 

On thee I cast my care, 
With humble confidence look up, 
' And know thou hear'st my prayer. 

Give me on thee to wait, 

Till I can all things do, — 
On thee, almighty to create. 

Almighty to renew. 

I want a sober mind, 

A self-renouncing will, 
That tramples down and casts behind 

The baits of pleasing ill ; 

A soul inured to pain. 

To hardship, grief, and loss ; 
Bold to take up, firm to sustain. 

The consecrated cross. 



I want a godly fear, 

A quick-discerning eye, 
That looks to thee when sin is near, 

And sees the tempter fly ; 

A spirit still prepared, 

And armed with jealous care. 
Forever standing on its guard, 

And watching unto prayer. 

I want a heart to pray. 

To pray and never cease. 
Never to murmur at thy stay* 

Or wish my sufferings less : 

lliis blessing above all. 

Always to pray, I want ; 
Out of the deep on thee to call. 

And never, never feint 



PRAYER AND ASPIRATION. 



133 



HORNINGTON. S.M. 



Lord Mornimgton. 





I rest upon thy word ; 

The promise is for me : 
My succor and salvation, Lord, 

Shall surely come from thee. 

But let me still abide, 

Nor from my hope remove, 
Till thou my patient spirit guide 

Into thy perfect love. 

C3iarlet Wesley. 



174a. 
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F^r m Holy Heart, 



Great Source of life and light. 
Thy heavenly grace impart. 
And by thy Holy Spirit write 
Tliy law upon my heart : 

My soul would cleave to thee ; 
Let nought my purpose move ; 
Oh, let my faith more steadfast be. 
And more intense my love 1 

Imbue my constant mind 
With deep humility. 
And let an ardent zeal be joined 
With perfect charity ; 

That grace to me impart, 
With meekness to reprove. 
To hate the sin with all my heart. 
And still the sinner love. 



Long as my trials last, 
Long as the cross I bear. 
Oh, let my soul on thee be cast 
In confidence and prayer 1 

Conduct me to the shore 
Of everlasting peace, 
Where storm and tempest rise no more. 
Where sin and sorrow cease. Amen. 

Cbarlee Wesley. 
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"C^miifim mprt^ftr^ amd watch in M# iamt. 



>} 



The praying spirit breathe ! 
The watching power impart 1 
From all entanglements beneath 
Call off my anxious heart : 

My feeble mind sustain. 
By worldly thoughts oppressed : 
Appear, and bid me turn again 
To my eternal rest 

Swift to my rescue come ! 
Thine own this moment seize ; 
Gather my wandering spirit home. 
And keep in perfect peace. Amen. 

Charles Wesley. 1740. 
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G. J. Wkbb. 
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' /ft skaU smv€ tkt children ^ thi mn^* 



He comes, with succor speedy, 

To those who suffer wrong ; 
To help the poor and needy, 

And bid the weak be strong ; 
He comes to break oppression. 

To set the captive free, 
To take away transgression. 

And rule in equity. 

He shall come down like showers 

Upon the fruitful earth ; 
And love, joy, hope, like flowers, 

Spring in his path to birth. 
Before him on the mountains 

Shall peace, the herald, go ; 
And righteousness, in fountains. 

From hill to valley flow. 

Jamet Montgomery. 



^^f\ Ariuy thing; for thy ligktucemt^ and ikt 
^ ^ ^ • glcfy of the Lard is ruem upon thot. 

The morning light is breaking ; 

The darkness disappears ; 
The sons of earth are waking 

To penitential tears : 
Each breeze that sweeps the ocean 

Brings tidings from afar, 
Of nations in commotion. 

Prepared for Zion*s war. 

Rich dews of grace come o'er afl| 

In many a gentle shower. 
And brighter scenes before us 

Are opening every hour : 
Each cry, to heaven going. 

Abundant answer brings, 
And heavenly gales are blowing. 

With peace upon their wings. 

Samuel F. Smith. 
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260* ** ^nd HUr» sMall bt om/old ami cm skifkird: 

Now is the time approaching. 

By prophets long foretold. 
When all shall dwell together. 

One shepherd and one fold. 
Let all that now divides us 

Remove and pass away, 
Like shadows of the morning 

Before the blaze of day. 

O long-expected dawning. 

Come with thy cheering ray ! 
When shall the morning brighten, 

The shadows flee away? 
O sweet anticipation 1 

It cheers the watchers on, 
To pray, and hope, and labor. 

Till the dark night be gone. 

Jane BortfawSdct 
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*' Gofcrward^ Ckrittum uiditr^ 



*• 



Go forward, Christian soldier. 

Beneath his banner true : 
The Lord himself, thy Leader, 

Shall all thy foes subdue. 
His love foretells thy trials. 

He knows thine hourly need ; 
He can, with bread of heaven, 

Thy fainting spirit feed. 

Go forward, Christian soldier. 

Fear not the gathering night : 
The Lord has been thy shelter. 

The Lord will be thy light. 
When mom his face revealeth, 

Thy dangers all are past ; 
Oh, pray that faith and virtue 

May keep thee till the last ! 

Lanrence Tattiett 1854. 
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ST. BEES. 77>77- 



Rev. J. B. DYKX& 
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Tht Suprtmt Go0d, 



LOROy it is not life to live^ 
If thy presence thou deny : 
Lord, if thou thy presence give, 
'T is no longer death to die. 

Source and Giver of repose 1 
Singly from thy smile it flows ; 
Peace and happiness are thine ; 
Mine they are, if thou art mine. Amen. 

Augustus M. Toplady. 1774. 
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^ For this God is our Godtfor tvtr tmd/er 



ever 



(I 



Thine forever ; God of love, 
Hear us from thy throne above ; 
Thine forever may we be, 
Here and in eternity. 

Thine forever ; oh, how blest 
They who find in thee their rest ! 
Father, guardian, heavenly friend, 
Oh, defend us to the end ! 

Thine forever ; Father, keep 
These thy frail and trembling sheep \ 
Safe alone beneath thy care, 
Let us all thy goodness share. 
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Thine forever ; thou our guide. 

All our wants by thee supplied, 

All our sins by thee forgiven. 

Lead us, Lord, from earth to heaven. Amen. 

Mary Fawler Maude. 1843. 

*< The earth is the Lord's, and ike fulness there- 
qfl the tooridt a$id they that dwell thereim,'* 

Life of Ages, richly poured, 
Love of God, unspent and free. 
Flowing in the prophet's word 
And the people's liberty. 

Never was to chosen race 
That unstinted tide confined ; 
Thine is every time and place. 
Fountain sweet of heart and mind I 

Breathing in the thinker's creed. 
Pulsing in the hero's blood, 
Nerving simplest thought and deed, 
Freshening time with truth and good. 

Consecrating art and song. 
Holy book and pilgrim track. 
Hurling floods of tyrant wrong 
From the sacred limits back, — 

Life of Ages, richly poured, 
Love of God, unspent and free. 
Flow still in the prophet's word 
And the people's liberty ! Amen. 

Samuel Johoaoit, 
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LtJBECK. 7.7.77* 

{Gattsey Dunk dutch aUe Welt) 



J. A. Freylinghausen, 1704. 
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26 ^ • " 7*Ar kingdom cotm.^ 

Father, let thy kingdom come, — 
Let it come with living power ; 
Speak at length the final word, 
Usher iu the triumph hour. 

As it came in days of old, 
In the deepest hearts of men, 
When thy martyrs died for thee. 
Let it come, O God, again. 

Break, triumphant day of God ! 
Break at last, our hearts to cheer ; 
Throbbing souls and holy songs 
Wait to hail thy dawning here ! 

Empires, temples, sceptres, thrones, 
May they all for God be won ! 
And, in every human heart. 
Father, let thy kingdom come ! Amen. 

John Pftge Hoppt 

266. 

Spread, oh, spread, thou mighty Word, 
Spread the kingdom of the Lord, 
Whereso'cr his breath has given 
Life to beings meant for heaven ! 

Word of Life ! most pure and strong, 
Lo ! for thee the nations long ; 
Spread, till, from its dreary night. 
All the world awakes to light. 



^ Tkg karvett truly is ^UnUom, but M# 
labortrs art/tw** 



Up, the ripening fields ye see,— 
Mighty shall the harvest be ; 
But the reapers still are few, 
Great the work they have to do. 

Lord of harvest, let there be 

Joy and strength to work for thee ; 

Let the nations far and near 

See thy light, and learn thy fear. Amen. 

Jonathan F. Bahnmaier. 
Tr. by C Winkworth. 

2^tm "^HedUlmjakl forth* Litrd God «mmp9Unt 
^ §• rtignetk.'* 

Hark ! the song of jubilee, 
Loud as mighty thunders roar. 
Or the fulness of the sea, 
When it breaks upon the shore ; 

Hallelujah ! for the Lord 
God omnipotent shall reign ; 
Hallelujah ! let the word 
Echo round the earth and main. 

Hallelujah 1 harkl the sound, 
From the depths unto the skies. 
Wakes above, beneath, around. 
All creation's harmonies. 

He shall reign from pole to pole. 
With illimitable sway ; 
He shall reign, when like a scroll 
Yonder heavens have passed away. AMEEi 

Janes Mon^^ODciy* 
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jjfi ^iii'U.'hU 



Rev. Leighton Georgr Hayns. 




OOc5 " ^^J' kmg^dffm Cdme, oh tarik as in keaoiu/* 

Thy kingdom come, O God 1 

Thy rule, O Lord, begin ; 
Break with thy righteous rod 

The tyrannies of sin. 

Where is thy reign of peace, 

And purity, and love? 
When shall all hatred cease 

As in the realms above ? 

When comes the promised time 

That war shall be no more, 
Oppression, lust, and crime 

Shall flee thy face before ? 

We pray thee. Lord, arise. 
And come in thy great might ; 

Revive our longing eyes. 

Which languish for thy sight. Amen. 

Lewis Hensley. 
200* ** ^^ ''^ ^''^ ^"^f^'^y ^*'^'"^'^'''*''^ ^''^ '"^•^^ 

O Light of light, shine in ! 

Cast out this night of sin. 
Create true day within ; 

O Light of light, shine in 1 

O Joy of joys, come in ! 

End thou this grief of sin, 
Create calm peace within : 

O Joy of joys, come in I 



O Life of life, pour in I 
Expel this death of sin. 

Awake true life within : 
O Life of life, pour in I 

O Love of love, flow in ! 

This hateful root of sin 
Pluck up, destroy within : 

O Love of love, flow in I 
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Amen. 

Horattus Bonab 

"Xf/mir ike kouu qfyour God from yemr to 
year** 

Joy 1 joy 1 a year is bom ; 

A year to man is given, 
For hope and peace, and love, 

For faith, and truth, and heaven. 

Though earth be dark with.care. 

With death and sorrow rife. 
Yet toil, and pain, and care, 

Lead to our higher life. 

Behold, the fields are white I 

No longer idly stand ; 
Go forth in love and might ; 

Man needs thy helping hand. 

Thus may each day and year 

To prayer and toil be given, 
Till man to God draw near, 

And earth become like heaven. 

Hymna of the Spirit 



THE COMING OF THE KINGDOM. 



'39 



BEULAH. 6i. Double. 



H. F. HxMY. 





f\u i i-i i ti m 



k"f if f f' 



g 



£jg i F n 






• iij i jn 



ID 

A - MEN. 



^. 



^ 



F 



271. 



*' Zi^ m^3t9ttr keadstffryaur rtdnm^iou drawetk migrkJ* 



Lift up your heads, rejoice, 
Redemption draweth nigh ; 
Now breathes a softer air, 
Now shines a milder sky ; 
The early trees put forth 
Their new and tender leaf; 
Hushed is the moaning wind 
That told of winter's grief. 

Lift up your heads, rejoice, 
Redemption draweth nigh ; 
Now mount the laden clouds, 
Now dames the darkening sky ; 
The early scattered drops 
Descend with heavy fall. 
And to the waiting earth 
The hidden thunders call. 



Lift up your deads, rejoice, 
Redemption draweth nigh ; 
Oh, note the varying signs 
Of earth and air and sky : 
The God of glory comes 
In gentleness and might, 
To comfort and alarm, 
To succor and to smite. 

He comes, the wide world's King, 
He comes, the true heart's Friend, 
New gladness to begin, 
And ancient wrong to end ; 
He comes to fill with light 
The weary, waiting eye ; 
Lift up your heads, rejoice, 
Redemption draweth nigh. 

Thomas T. Lynch. 
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{?«# Lawt ime Li/f, om Ltve, 



O Prophet souls of all the years, 

Bend o'er us from above ; 
Your far-off vision, toils, and tears 

Now to fulfilment move ! 

From tropic clime and zones of frost 
They come, of every name, — 

This, this our day of Pentecost, 
The Spirit's tongue of flame. 

One Life together we confess. 

One all-indwelling Word, 
One holy Call to righteousness 

Within the silence heard : 

One Law that guides the shining spheres 
As on through space they roll, 

And speaks in flaming characters 
On Sinais of the soul : 

One Love, unfathomed, measureless, 

An ever-flowing sea. 
That holds within its vast embrace 

Time and eternity. 

Frederick L. Honner. 
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" BrigkUHing wUo ikt pnftct dtgf.^ 



Gone is the hollow, murky night, 

With all its shadows dun ; 
Oh, shine upon us, heavenly Light, 

As on the earth the sun ! 

Pour on our hearts thy heavenly beam. 

In radiance sublime ; 
Retire before that ray supreme. 

Ye sins of elder time. 

Lo ! on the mom that now is here 

No night shall ever fall ; 
But faith shall bum, undimmed and clear. 

Till God be all in all. 

This is the dawn of infant faith : 

The day will follow soon, 
When hope shall breathe with freer breath, 

And mom be lost in noon. 

For to the seed that 's sown to-day 

A harvest-time is given. 
When charity, with faith to stay. 

Shall make on earth a heaven. 

BreTiary. 
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Tig Day of God, 



Thy kingdom come, — on bended knee 

The passing ages pray ; 
And faithful souls have yearned to see 

On earth that kingdom's day. 

But the slow watches of the night 

Not less to God belong, 
And for the everlasting Right 

The silent stars are strong. 

And lo I already on the hills 

The flags of dawn appear ; 
Gird up your loins, ye prophet souls, 

Proclaim the day is near I 

The day in whose clear-shining light 
All wrong shall stand revealed ; 

When justice shall be throned in might, 
And every hurt be healed : 

When knowledge hand in hand with peace 
Shall walk the earth abroad, — 

The day of perfect righteousnesSi 
The promised day of God I 

Frederick L. Hotmer. 
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" Strive/fr tkt imik U tkg tUaih, and ihg 

Lord shaU fight for tfueJ'* 
" Tkou tUsirttt irtOk in tJU inward parts.** 



O God of Truth, whose living Word 
Upholds whatever hath breath. 

Look down on thy creation. Lord, 
Enslaved by sin and death. 

Set up thy standard, Lord, that we, 

Who claim a heavenly birth. 
May march with thee to smite the lies 

That vex thy groaning earth. 

Ah I would we join that blest array. 

And follow in the might 
Of him, the Faithful and the True, 

In raiment clean and white? 

Then, God of Truth, for whom we long. 
Thou who wilt hear our prayer. 

Do thine own battle in our hearts, 
And slay the falsehood there. 

Yea, come ! then, tried as in the firCi 

From every lie set free. 
Thy perfect truth shall dwell in us, 

And we shall live in thee. 

Thonaa MoghM* 
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O ^^ •*Att*luia t/or ikt Lord God omm^oUtU 
^ / ^* rtignttk,'' 

Come, kingdom of our God, 
Sweet reign of peace and love ! 
Shed peace, and hope, and joy abroad^ 
And wisdom from above. 

Over our spirits first . 
Extend thy healing reign ; 
There raise and quench the sacred thirst. 
That never pains again. 

Come, kingdom of our God ! 
And make the broad earth thine ; 
Stretch o'er her lands and isles the rod 
That flowers with grace divine. 

Soon may all tribes be blest 
With fruit from life's glad tree ; 
And in its shade like brothers rest. 
Sons of one family. 

Come, kingdom of our God I 
And raise thy glorious throne 
In worlds by the undying trod, 

Where God shall bless his own. Amen. 

John Johns* 
0>7»7 **TkotnMth^iktAlm{gkfyhatkeHitn 

Breathe on me. Breath of God, 
Fill me with life anew, 
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That I may love what thou dost love. 
And do what thou wouldst do. 

Breathe on me, Breath of God, 
Until my heart is pure, 
Until with thee I will one will 
To do or to endure. 

Breathe on me, Breath of God, 
Till I am wholly thine. 
Till all this earthly part of me 
Glows with thy fire divine* 

Breathe on me. Breath of God, 
So shall I never die, 
But live with thee the perfect life 
Of thine eternity. Amen. 
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Edwin Hatch. 

** Bgkoidt how good amd kow ^UeuaniitiB/or 
brttkron to dwelt together in umiiy*^* 



Blest are the sons of peace, 
Whose hearts and hopes are one. 
Whose kind designs to serve and please 
Through all their actions run. 

Thus, on the heavenly hills, 
The saints are blest above. 
Where joy like morning dew distils. 
And all the air is love. 

Tiue yfMJk 
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Tkt/Uld irtk4 w^rUU* 



God of the prophets' power ! 
God of the gospel's sound 1 
Move glorious on, — send out thy voice 
To all the nations round. 

Oh, may we treasure well 
The counsels that we hear, 
Till righteousness and solemn joy 
In all our hearts appear. 

Water the sacred seed 
And give it large increase ; 
May neither fowls, nor rocks, nor thorns, 
Prevent the fruits of peace. 



MONK. S.M. 



And, though we sow in tears. 
Our souls at last shall come. 
And gather in our sheaves with joy, 
At heaven's great harvest-home. Amen. 

Book of HyiDM. 184& 

Blest are the pure in heart, 
For they shall see our God : 
The secret of the Lord is theirs. 
Their soul is his abode. 

Still to the lowly soul 
He doth himself impart. 
And for his temple and his throne 
Chooseth the pure in heart. 

John Keble. iSay. 

£. G. Monk. 
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Sir Arthur Sullivan. 
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My God, I thank thee who hast made 

The earth so bright ; 
So full of splendor and of joy. 

Beauty and light ; 
So many glorious things are here. 

Noble and right ! 

I thank thee, too, that thou hast made 

Joy to abound ; 
So many gentle words and deeds 

Circling us round, 
That in the darkest spot of earth 

Some love is found. 

I thank thee more that all our joy 

Is touched with pain ; 
That shadows fall on brightest hours ; 

That thorns remain ; 
So that earth's bliss may be our guide. 

And not our chain. 



Rtjoict tvtrmofit. In tviryiking gh* tkmnJu,^ 



For thou who knowest, Lord, how soon 

Our weak heart clings, 
Hast given us joys, tender and true, 

Yet all with wings, 
So that we see, gleaming on high, 

Diviner things I 

I thank thee. Lord, that thou hast kept 

The best in store ; 
We have enough, yet not too much 

To long for more : 
A yearning for a deeper peace. 

Not known before. 

I thank thee. Lord, that here our souls, 

Though amply blest, 
Can never find, although they seek, 

A perfect rest, — 
Nor ever shall, until they lean 

Upon thy breast. 

Adelaide A. Proctw. 
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STERNBERG, ii.ii : 10.10. 



Havkrgal's ''Old Church Psalmody.* 
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U^e give tket thanks^ O Lord God A Imighiy^ which tnrt, and wasi, tmd art U cotmt.^ 

Sing with our might and uplift our glad voices; 
Sing, while the heart with thanksgiving rejoices; 
Sing of all saints spreading goodness abroad. 
Prophets and holy ones, sons of the Lord. 

Thanks to the Lord for his prophets and sages, 
Thanks for the saints he hath raised in all ages; 
Hark to their voices; — they utter one Name; 
One Lord, one Brotherhood, one Hope proclaim. 

Often forsaken and outcast and friendless. 
Wounded and dying in sufferings endless, 
Bear they their witness or raise their high song, 
Fervent in faithfulness, patient and strong. 

From age to age the glad tidings are spoken; 
Shore calls to shore that the line is unbroken; 
One holy army, one glorious cry, — 
On earth be peacefulness, praises on high. Amen. 
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James VHi Blalw. 
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INNSBRUCK. 8.8.6:8.8.61 (C.P.M.) 

{O IVfltt ich mutt dieh latsen.) 




HsiNRiCH Isaac, 149a (?) 
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'* Cast your cars sm Him,* 



O Lord, how happy should we be 
If we could cast our care on thee. 

If we from self could rest. 
And feel at heart that One above. 
In perfect wisdom, perfect love, 

Is working for the best. 

Could we but kneel and cast our load. 
E'en while we pray, upon our God, 

Then rise with lightened cheer, 
Sure that the Father, who is nigh 
To still the famished raven's cry, 

Will hear, in that we fear ! 

Lord, make these faithless hearts of ours 
Such lesson learn from birds and flowers ; 

Make them from self to cease ; 
Leave all things to a Father's will, 
And taste, before him lying still. 

E'en in affliction, peace. Amen. 

JoMph Amtioe. 1836. 
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Nsm ahideth faith, A«/r. ckarity, iktse ikrws ; 
Smt tks grtaUU ^ thsaa is ckmrUy,** 

Great Mover of all hearts, whose hand 
Doth all the secret springs command 

Of human thought and will ; 
Thou, since the world was made, dost bless 
Thy saints with fruits of holiness 

In ceaseless order still. 

Faith, hope, and love here weave one chain ; 
But love alone shall then remain. 

When this short day is gone ; 
O Love, O Truth, O endless Light, 
When shall we see thy Sabbath bright, 

With all our labors done? 

We sow 'mid perils here, and tears ; 
There the glad hand the harvest bears^ 

Which here in grief hath sown : 
Eternal God, the increase give ; 
Thy gifts of grace, by which we live. 

With heavenly glory crown. Amen. 

Latin Hymn. Tr. ^ Iiatac WiUUois.t 
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2Qk ^Trmtimikt living God, wkcghtthturkhfy 
0^« aU thmit to onjoy'* 

N0T9 Lord, thine ancient works alone. 
Thy wonders to past ages shown, 

Make our glad spirits glow 1 
Our eyes behold thy works of might ; 
On us full beam thy wonders bright ; 

The Living God we know. 

Thou settest us each task divine ; 
We bless that helping hand of thine. 

That strength by thee bestowed. 
Thou minglest in the glorious fight. 
Thine own the cause 1 thine own the might I 

We serve the Living God. 

Oh, more than satisfy our need 1 
Our most divine desires exceed. 

Our daily Quickener be i 
Thou Living God, possess us still i 
Thy wondrous life in us fulfil. 

Our blessed life in thee I Amen. 

Thonat H. Gin. 
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** lam the Lordt I ekang* mot.** 



Ancient of Days i we dwell in thee ; 
Out of thine own eternity 

Our peace and joy are wrought ; 
We rest in our Eternal God, 
And make secure and sweet abode 

With thee who changest not. 

Darkness and dread we leave behind ; 
New light, new glory still we find, 

New realms divine possess. 
New births of grace new raptures bring ; 
Triumphant the new song we sing, 

The great Renewer bless. 

To thee we rise, in thee we rest ; 
We stay at home, we go in quest; 

Still thou art our abode ; 
The rapture swells, the wonder grows, 
As full on us new life still flows 

From our unchanging God. 

Thomas H. Gill. 
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EIN FESTE BURG 1ST UNSER GOTT. Martin Lutheb. 1527. 

8.7^.7 : 6.6 6.6 : 7. (From the CkoraOmek of August HaupL) 






287. 



*' Prmte yt tht Lard* Praist, O yi itrvanii 
^ftk» Lord^ Praist tiu namt of tht Lord!* 



Rejoice to-day with one accord. 

Sing out with exultation ; 
Rejoice and praise our mighty Lord, 
Whose arm hath brought salvation ; 
His works of love proclaim 
The greatness of his name ; 
For he is God alone, 
Who hath his mercy shown ; 
Let all our hearts adore him. 

When in distress to him we cried, 
He heard our sad complaining ; 

O trust in him, whatever betide, 
His love is all-sustaining ; 



Triumphant songs of praise 
To him our hearts shall raise, 
Now every voice shall say, 
" O praise our God alway ; " 
Let all our hearts adore him. 

Rejoice to-day with one accord. 

Sing out with exultation ; 
Rejoice and praise our mighty Lord, 
Whose arm hath brought salvation ; 
His works of love proclaim 
The greatness of his name ; 
For he is God alone. 
Who hath his mercy shown ; 
Let all our hearts adore him. Amen. 

Sir Henry W. Baker.t 



JOY AND THANKFULNESS. 



HEERMANN. 6.767:6.6.6^ 

{O GoU, Dufrommer GoU.) 



149 



From the German, x63a (?) 



%n\ ^ ; 



3 



i 



^^P 



tS 



I 



-s 



»— ^ 



2 



W 



^ 



^. 



^ 



g=Fi 



4- : ~( g 



^e 






J^ 



2z: 



^ 




i 



=^=2 



-^ 



z 



2 



-« 



•27 



IS 



$ 



^ 



J I , J » J J 



p^ mn r 



■»■ 



.^. 



i 



22: 



3 



ff'^^ 



g 



zsa: 



^ 



^ 



-<^ 



S 



288 



*" WkaitMVfryt do^doU keariify, tuUHkt 
• Lord.** 
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O God, thou fkithful God, 
Thou Fountain ever flowing, 

Without whom nothing is, 
All perfect gifts bestowing ; 

A pure and healthy frame 

Oh, give me, and within 

A conscience pure from blame, 

A soul unhurt by sin. 

And grant me, Lord, to do 
With ready heart and willing, 

Whate'er thou shalt command, 
My calling here fulfilling ; 
And do it when I ought. 
With all my strength ; and bless 
The work I thus have wrought, 
For thou must give success. Amen. 

Johimn Heennann. 1630. 
Tr. by Catherine Winkworth. 
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** Omi gtneration skaUpraUg iky W0rk» ta 
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Oh, praise the Lord our God, 
In clouds and darkness dwelling. 

Yet Fount of shadeless light, 
All light of earth excelling ! 

He guides us on to age 

Through sunlit paths of youth ; 

He glads our longing eyes 

With full unveiled truth. 

That truth, O Lord, we seek. 

In spirit meek and lowly ; 
To all who learn or teach 

Give wisdom pure and holy. 
In solemn awe we bend. 
All wondering round thy throne. 
And thee, our Lord, our Life, 
Our Joy, our Gladness own. Amen. 

Edward H. Plumptre 
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2QO* ^ BekcU, I make aHikingt 

O Life, that maketh all things new, — 
The blooming earth, the thoughts of men 1 
Our pilgrim feet, wet with thy dew, 
In gladness hither turn again. 

From hand to hand the greeting flows, 
From eye to eye the signals run, 
From heart to heart the bright hope glows; 
The seekers of the Light are one, — 

One in the freedom of the Truth, 
One in the joy of paths untrod, 
One in the soul's perennial youth. 
One in the larger thought of God ; 

The freer step, the fuller breath. 
The wide horizon's grander view, 
The sense of life that knows no death, — 
The Life that maketh all things new. 

Samuel Loogfellow. 

291. 

Father ! beneath thy sheltering wing 
In sweet security we rest. 
And fear no evil earth can bring. 
In life, in death, supremely blest. 

For life is good whose tidal flow 
The motions of thy will obeys ; 
And death is good, that makes us know 
The Life divine, that all things sways. 



' Btcamu tk^M hast iftn my Ar//, tkirt/ort in 
tk4 tkadow of thy w%n£t will I r^oict** 



And good it is to bear the cross, 
And so thy perfect peace to win ; 
And nought is ill, nor brings us loss. 
Nor works us harm, save only sin. 

Redeemed from this, we ask no more, 
But trust the love that saves to guide : 
The grace that yields so rich a store 
Will giant us all we need beside. 

WUUam H. Bnridgh. 
202. G^tkiEtttnaiDwmng-thu». 

Thou, Lord, through every changing scene. 
Hast to thy saints a refuge been ; 
Through every age, eternal God, 
Their pleasing home, their safe abode. 

In thee our fathers sought their rest, 
In thee our fathers still are blest ; 
And, while the tomb conflnes their dust, 
In thee their souls abide and trust 

Through all the thorny paths we trace 
In this uncertain wilderness, 
When friends desert, and foes invade, 
Revive our heart, and guard our head. 

So when this pilgrimage is o'er. 
And we must dwell in flesh no more, 
To thee our separate souls shall come. 
And find in thee a surer home. 

Philip Doddridet* 
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Rev. J. B. Dykes. 
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Out of the dark the circling sphere 
Is rounding onward to the light ; 
We see not yet the daylight clear, 
But we can see the paling night ; 

And Hope, that lights her fadeless fires. 
And Faith, that shines with steadfast ray, 
And Love, that courage re-inspires, — 
As morning stars, lead on the day. 

Look backward, how much has been won ; 
Look round, how much is yet to win I 
The watches of the night are done ; 
The watches of the day begin. 

O thou, whose mighty patience holds 
The night and day alike in view, 
Thy will our dearest hopes enfolds. 
Oh, keep us steadfast, patient, true. Amen. 

Samuel Longfellow. 
2Q4* Psalm bod. 

In thee, O Lord, my trust I place, 
They cannot fail who rest on thee ; 
Thou hast upheld me by thy grace, 
On to the close my refuge be 1 

Brought into life by thee at first. 
My childhood's Guide, my manhood's Friend, 
By thee till now sustained and nursed. 
Why should I doubt thee to the end? 



The guardian of my earliest hours, 
The strengthener of my feeble frame, 
Will not desert my sinking powers. 
But love and tend me still the same. 

Strong in thy righteousness I stand ; 
On in thy might I hope to move ; 
And each new blessing from thy hand 
Shall wake from me new praise and love. 

Heury Fntncu Lyt*. 
2QC, •* Tki LordiM marr 

Oh, sometimes gleams upon our sight. 
Through present wrong, the eternal Right ; 
And step by step, since time began. 
We see the steady gain of man. 

That all of good the past hath had 
Remains to make our own time glad. 
Our common, daily life divine, 
And every land a Palestine. 

Through the harsh noises of our day 
A low, sweet prelude finds its way ; 
Through clouds of doubt, and creeds of fear, 
A light is breaking calm and clear. 

Henceforth my soul shall sigh no more 
For olden time and holier shore ; 
God's love and blessing, then and there, 
Are now and here and everywhere. 

John G. Whittier. ' 
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O Lord, how happy is the time 

When in thy love I rest : 
When from my weariness I climb 

E'en to thy tender breast 1 

The night of sorrow endeth there, . 

Thy rays outshine the sun ; 
And in thy pardon and thy care 

The heaven of heavens is won. 

That is not losing much of life 

Which is not losing thee ; 
Thou art as present in the strife 

As in the victory. 

And when life's fiercest storms are sent 

Upon life's wildest sea. 
My little bark is confident 

Because it holds by thee. 

Thou art my strength, on thee I lean ; 

My heart thou makest sing, 
And to thy heavenly pastures green 

All thy dear flock dost bring. 

To others death seems dark and grim. 

But not, O Lord, to me ; 
T know thou ne'er forsakest him 

Who puts his trust in thee. 
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O Lord, how happy is the time 

When in thy love I rest ; 
When from my weariness I climb 

E'en to thy tender breast 1 

The night of sorrow endeth there. 

Thy rays outshine the sun ; 
And, in thy pardon and thy care. 

The heaven of heavens is won. 

Wolfgang Deader, 169a. Tr. by Greville Math 
2Q^ ** Cmmt «m# to hear tky Imint-kindrntu in tkt 

Lord of life, thy quickening voice 
Awakes my morning song ; 

In gladsome words I would rejoice 
That I to thee belong. 

1 see thy light, I feel thy wind. 

The world it is thy word ; 
Whatever wakes my heart and mind 
Thy presence is, my Lord. 

Therefore I choose my highest part. 

And turn my face to thee ; 
Therefore I stir my inmost heart 

To worship fervendy. 

Within my heart, speak, Lord, speak on, 

My heart alive to keep 
Till comes the night, and, labor done, 

In thee I fall asleep. Amen. 

George MacDonald* 
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Thou Grace Divine, encircling all, 

A soundless, shoreless sea. 
Wherein at last our souls must fall 

O Love of God most free I 

When over dizzy heights we go, 
One soft hand blinds our eyes. 

The other leads us, safe and slow, 
O Love of God most wise I 

And though we turn us from thy face, 

And wander wide and long, 
Thou hold'st us stiU in thine embrace, 

O Love of God most strong I 

The saddened heart, the restless soul, 
The toil-worn frame and mind, 

Alike confess thy sweet control, 
O Love of God most kind I 

But not alone thy care we claim. 

Our wayward steps to win ; 
We know thee by a dearer name, 

O Love of God within 1 

And, filled and quickened by thy breath, 
Our souls are strong and free 

To rise o'er sin and fear and death, 
O Love of God, to thee \ 

Scoddcr. 



200* '^WhUtlUve.wmi^shtOgL^nL'^ 

When all thy mercies, O my God I 

My rising soul surveys. 
Transported with the view, I *m lost 

In wonder, love, and praise. 

Oh, how shall words, with equal warmth. 

The gratitude declare, 
That glows within my ravished heart I 

But thou canst read it there. 

To all my weak complaints and cries. 

Thy mercy lent an ear, 
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learned 

To form themselves in prayer. 

When worn with sickness, ofl hast thou 
With health renewed my face ; 

And, when in sins and sorrows sunk. 
Revived my soul with grace. 

Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 

My daily thanks employ ; 
Nor is the least a cheerful heart, 

That tastes those gifts with joy. 

Through every period of my life 

Thy goodness I '11 pursue ; 
And after death, in distant worlds. 

The glorious theme renew. 

Joiei>h AddiMiL 
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One thought I have, my ample creeds 

So deep it is and broad, 
And equsd to my every need, — 

It is the thought of God. 

Each mom unfolds some fresh surprise, 

I feast at Life's full board ; 
And rising in my inner skies 

Shines forth the thought of God. 

At night my gladness is my prayer ; 

I drop my daily load, 
And every care is pillowed there 

Upon the thought of God. 

I ask not far before to see. 

But take in trust my road ; 
Life, death, and immortality 

Are in my thought of God. 

To this their secret strength they owed 
The martyr's path who trod ; 

The fountains of their patience flowed 
From out their thought of God. 

Be still the light upon my way, 

My pilgrim staff and rod. 
My rest by night, my strength by day, 

O blessed thought of God. Amen. 

Fftdcrkk U Homer. 



Our God, our God, thou shinest here ; 

Thine own this latter day ; 
To us thy radiant steps appear ; 

Here leads thy glorious way ! 

We shine not only with the light 
Thou didst shed down of yore ; 

On us thou streamest strong and bright; 
Thy comings are not o'er. 

The fathers had not all of thee ; 

New births are in thy grace ; 
All open to our souls shall be . 

Thy glory's hiding-place. 

We gaze on thy outgoings bright ; 

Down Cometh thy full power ; 
We, the glad bearers of thy light ; 

This, this thy saving hour ! 

On us thy spirit thou hast poured. 

To us thy word has come ; 
We feel, we bless thy quickening. Lord ! 

Thou shalt not find us dumb. 

Thou comest near ; thou standest by ; 

Our work begins to shine ; 
Thou dwellest with us mightily, — 

On come the years divine ! 

Thomu H. GilL 
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302* TJuLordc/Att. 

Sing forth his high eternal name 
Who holds all powers in thrall. 

Through endless ages still the same, — 
The mighty Lord of all. 

His goodness, strong and measureless, 

Upholds us lest we fall ; 
His hand is still outstretched to bless, — 

The loving Lord of alL 

His perfect law sets metes and bounds, 
Our strong defence and wall ; 

His providence our life surrounds,— 
The saving Lord of alL 

He every thought and every deed 

Doth to his judgment call ; 
Oh, may our hearts obedient heed 

The righteous God of all 

When, turning from forbidden ways. 

Low at his feet we fall, 
His strong and tender arms upraise, — 

The pardoning Lord of all. 

Unwearied he is working still. 

Unspent his blessings fall, 
Almighty, Loving, Righteous One, 

The only Lord of alL Amen. 

SAmotl LoogCdlow. 



Be light and glad ; in God rejoice. 
Who IS our strength and stay ; 

Be joyful, and lift up your voice 
To God the Lord alway. 

Ourselves, O God, we wholly bind 

A sacrifice to be ; 
In token of our thankful mind, 

O God most dear, to thee. 

We praise thee, mighty Lord on high, 
With heart and hearty cheer ; 

To thee we sing, we call, we cry, 
O Lord our God most dear. Amen. 

Adapted from John Hopkins. 1578^ 
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" Tkg Lvrd is Mrr light and my uUvaitem ; 
HfhomskaU r/eart" 

I CANNOT walk in darkness long, *- 

My light is by my side ; 
I cannot stumble or go wrong 

While following such a guide. 

He is my stay and my defence, — 

How shall I fail or fall? 
My helper is Omnipotence I 

My ruler ruleth all 1 

The powers below and powers above 
Are subject to his care : — 

I cannot wander from his love 
Who loves me everywhere. 

Ctrolint A* Mtso» 
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Dost thou hear the bugle soundings 

Calling thee to take the field? 
'TIS a battle all are waging: 

Thou must fight or thou must yield. 
T is the battle of the ages : 

No man may the gage refuse. 
Fight on one side or the other. 

No man can decline to choose. 



If from off the field thou fiiest. 

Even thus thou art a foe : 
Who for truth no sword uplifteth, 

He for error strikes a blow. 
He who bravely fights must conquer) 

None can e*er defeated be; 
For, to soldiers in God's battles, 

Death itself is victory. 



ICInot J. Saviii. 
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" CrtaU mmua elemm hearty O Gcd^ and 
rtnrw a right spirit withiit Mr.'* 

Take my heart, O Father, take it ; 

Make and keep it all thine own ; 
Let thy Spirit melt and break it, — 

This proud heart of sin and stone. 
Heavenly Father 1 deign to mould it 

In obedience to thy will ; 
And, as ripening years unfold it. 

Keep it meek and childlike still. 

Father, make it pure and lowly. 

Fond of peace and far from strife ; 
Turning from the paths unholy 

Of a vain and sinful life. 
Ever let thy grace surround it, 

Strengthen it with power divine. 
Till thy cords of love have bound it ; 

Made it to be wholly thine. Amen. 

Hymns for the Sanctuary. 
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**GiviMg- thanks aiwajs,* 



Lord, we thank thee for the pleasure 

That our happy life-time gives, 
The inestimable treasure 

Of a soul that ever lives ; 
Mind that looks before and after, 

Yearning for its home above ; 
Human tears and human laughter. 

And the depth of human love. 

Teach us so our days to number 

That we may be lowly wise ; 
Dreamy mist or cloud of slumber 

Never dull our heavenward eyes ! 
Hearty be our work and willing, 

As to thee and not to men. 
For we know our souls' fulfilling 

Is in heaven, — not till then. Amen. 

T. W. Jex-Blake 
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Forward ! be our watchword. 

Steps and voices joined ; 
Seek the things before us, 

Not a look behind. 
Bums the fiezy pillar 

At our army's head : 
Who shall dream of shrinking, 

By our Captain led ? 
Forward, out of error, 

Leave behind the night ; 
Forward through the darkness, 

Forward into light ! 

Glories upon glories 
Hath our God prepared. 

By the souls that love him 
One day to be shared. 

Eye hath not beheld them. 
Ear hath never heard. 



Nor of these hath uttered 
Thought or speech a word. 

Forward, marching eastward 
Where the heaven is bright. 

Till the veU be lifted, 
Tfll our faith be sight I 

Far o'er yon horizon 

Rise the city towers 
Where our God abideth : 

That fair home is ours. 
Flash the streets with jasper. 

Shine the gates with gold ; 
Flows the gladdening river 

Shedding joys untold. 
Thither, onward thither. 

In the Spirit's might ; 
Pilgrims to your country. 

Forward into light 1 

Henry Alford. i86f 
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ST. GERTRUDE. 6.5. alines. 



Sir Arthur Sullivan. 
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" Oitward, Ckrisiiam i^ldigrt^* 

Onward, Christian soldiers, 

Marching as to war. 
With the cross of Jesus 

Going on before. 
Christ, the royal Master, 

Leads against the foe : 
Forward into battle 

See his banners go. 

Onward, etc 

Like a mighty army 

Moves the Church of God ; 
Brothers, we are treading 

Where the saints have trod ; 
We are not divided 

All one body we. 
One in hope and doctrine, 

One in charity. 

Onward, etc. 

Sabine Baiiof -Gould. 
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On our way rejoicing 

As we homeward move. 
Hearken to our praises, 

O thou God of love I 
Is there grief or sadness? 

Thine it cannot be ! 
Is our sky beclouded ? 

Clouds are not from thee I 
On our way, etc. 

If with honest-hearted 

Love for God and man, 
Day by day thou find us 

Doing what we can. 
Thou who givest the seed-time 

Wilt give large increase. 
Crown the head with blessings^ 

Fill the heart with peace. 
On our way, etc. Amen. 

J Bb&MoaMiL 
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BARTHOLD. 7.6.7.6 : 6.7.7.6. 

( Von Cott will ick tiicht lassen.) 



J. CrOger, 164a 




3" 



Joy is thy gift, O Father I 

Thou wouldst not have us pine; 

In darkest hours thy comfort 
Doth aye most brightly shine; 

Ah then how oft thy voice 

Hath shed its sweetness o'er me^ 
And opened heaven before me^ 

And bid my heart rejoice ! 

All love is thine, O Father I 

Thou hatest enmity; 
Thou lovest peace and friendship. 

All strife wouldst have us flee; 
Wliere wrath and discord reign 

Thy whisper inly pleadeth, 

Andy to the heart that heedetl^ 
Brings love and light again. 

Order our path in all things 

According to thy mind, 
And when this life is over. 

And must be all resigned, 
Oh, grant us then to die 

With calm and fearless spirit. 

And after death inherit 
Eternal life on high. Amen. 

FkalGerhardL Tir. tqr CatlicnM 
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Rev. £. W. BULLINGER. 
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'^•w lev€ atu tmatker^ GoddwtlUtk in ns^ tmdkia hve is ^ficUd im «&* 

When thy heart, with joy overflowing, 

Sings a thankful prayer. 
In thy joy, oh, let thy brother 
With thee share. 

When the harvest-sheaves ingathered 

Fill thy bams with store, 
To thy God and to thy brother 
Give the more. 

If thy soul, with power uplifted. 

Yearn for glorious deed, — 
Give thy strength to serve thy brother 
In his need. 



Hast thou borne a secret sorrow 

In thy lonely breast? 
Take to thee thy sorrowing brother 
For a guest 

Share with him thy bread of blessings 

Sorrow's burden share; 
When thy heart enfolds a brother, 
God is there. 



Theodora C WSBttH. 



II 



1 62 



THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 



NEW CALABAR, ^.r^.^' 







^ 



^ 



5»- 



I 




<' TAr SpirU htl^ik m»r mJirmUkt: 



313. 

Holy Spirtt, Dght divine, 
Shine upon this heart of mine ; 
Chase the shades of night away; 
Turn the darkness into day. 

Holy Spirit, Power divine, 
Cleanse this guilty heart of mine : 
Long has sin, without control, 
Held dominion o'er my soul. 

Holy Spirit, Love divine, 
Glow within this heart of mine ; 
Kindle every high desire ; 
Cleanse my soul in thy pure fire. 

Holy Spirit, Peace divine, 
Still this restless heart of mine ; 
Speak to calm the tossing sea, 
Stayed in thy tranquillity. 

Holy Spirit, Joy divine. 
Cheer this saddened heart of mine ; 
Bid my troubled thoughts be still ; 
With thy peace my spirit filL 

Holy Spirit, all divine. 

Dwell within this heart of mine ; 

Cast down every idol throne ; 

Reign supreme, and reign alone. Ambn. 

Andrew Reed. 
Samuel LoDgiUlow. 



AlUance and OUur Mettingt. 
^'tA *^ i wB lift up mint tyet unto tk« hilU, fr&m 

What has drawn us thus apart, 
From the common daily round. 
Bringing here a lowly heart. 
Standing as on holy ground? 

Not the scorn of humble things, — 
Simplest tasks that love can find, — 
Not the pride of thought that brings 
Laggard will and restless mind. 

Nay, but here upon the height, 
Rapt from idle cares away. 
Fain our souls would see a light. 
Herald of the coming day ; 

Morning visions high and pure, 
Glorious things that are to be. 
Faith and hope that shall endure, 
Love's abiding unity ; 

All the things that make for peace 
In the daily toil and strife ; 
All that can our part increase 
In the world's diviner life. 

Short the time we linger here ; 
Then, with earnest heart and hand, 
Back to work with holy fear; 
Every vision God's command. 

John W. Chadwidti 
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Spanish Melody. 
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^ J e ^ Th€ AcapUd Offering, 

Lord, what offering shall we bring. 
At thine altars, when we bow ? 
Hearts, the pure, unsullied spring 
Whence the kind affections flow ; 
Soft compassion's feeling soul, 
By the melting eye expressed ; 
Sympathy, at whose control 
Sorrow leaves the wounded breast ; 

Willing hands to lead the blind. 
Bind the wounded, feed the poor ; 
Love, embracing all our kind ; 
Charity, with liberal store. 
Teach us, O thou heavenly King, 
Thus to show our grateful mind^ 
Thus the accepted offering bring, — 
Love to thee and all mankind. Amen. 

John Ttylor. 179s' 
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**BUs9ed 6t God, who contfortgtk ns inaO mr 
triMmiwM, thai tvr may b* «M* to cohort 
ihtm vMeh art m any /rvMMr.*' 

Heavenly Helper, Friend divine, 
Friend of all men, therefore mine, 
Let my heart as thy heart be I 
Breathe thy living breath through me ! 
Only at thy love's pure tide 
Human thirst is satisfied : 
He who fills his chalice there. 
Fills with thirstier souls to share. 

If another lose the way. 

My feet also go astray : 

Sleepless Watcher, lead us back. 

Safe into the homeward track i 

As a bird unto its nest. 

Flies the tired soul to thy breast 

Let not one an alien be I 

Lord, we have no home but thee I Amek. 
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Charles Burnby. 





3I7« G^ »ur Sirtngtk, 

Awake, our souls ; away, our fears ; 
Let every trembling thought be gone % 
Awake, and run the heavenly race. 
And put a cheerful courage on. 

True, 'tis a strait and thorny roicd^ 

And mortal spirits tire and faint ; 

But they forget the mighty God 

That feeds the strength of every saint, -r- , 

The mighty God, whose matchless power 
Is ever new and ever young, 
And firm endures while endless years 
Their everlasting circles run. 

From thee, the overflowing spring, 
Our souls shall drink a fresh supply. 
While such as trust their native strength 
Shall melt away, and droop, and die. 

Swift as an eagle cuts the air. 
We '11 mount aloft to thine abode ; 
On wings of love our souls shall fly. 
Nor tire amidst the heavenly road. 

IfluKWattk 
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Tk£ SMurt oftkt Crost, 



Thou Lord of Hosts, whose guiding hand 
Has brought us here, before thy face, — 
Our spirits wait for thy command, 
Our silent hearts implore thy peace. 

Those spirits lay their noblest powers. 
As offerings, on thy holy shrine : 
Thine was the strength that nourished ours ; 
The soldiers of the Cross are thine. 

While watching on our arms at night. 
We saw thine angels round us move ; 
We heard thy call, we felt thy light. 
And followed trusting to thy love. 

Send us where'er thou wilt, O Lord I 
Through rugged toil and wearying fight : 
Thy conquering love shall be our sword, 
And faith in thee our truest might 

Send down thy constant aid, we pray ; 
Be thy pure angels with us still ; 
Thy truth, — be that our firmest stay ; 
Our only rest, to do thy wilL Amen. 

O. B. Frotfcincham. tft|^. 
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Robert ScMUHAifif. 
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OJQ^ Tk€ Life Dipnu. 

That God is Love, unchanging Love, — 
This truth of truths, — do I not know ! 
Unnumber'd blessings from above 
Forever come to tell me so I 

What have I done ? What can I do 
To purchase this perpetual feast? 
Of all the proofs he loves me so, 
I am not worthy of the least. 

Forgive, dear God, forgive, forgive, 
Set free this self-bound heart of mine, 
That I may learn for thee to live 
The self-renouncing Life Divine. 

I see it in thy Holy Child, 

As never since, nor e'er before, 

By not one thought of self beguiled : — 

In him I see it, — and adore. 

Ourselves, ah ! never can we find 
Till we are lost, like him, in thee. 
Loving thy Love with heart and mind, 
With thee, through him, made one to be. 

There 's no return that I can make 
For all thy goodness, God, to me, 
But, doing all things for thy sake. 
To lose, and find, myself in thee. 

William H. Faraett- i8ga 



^r^g^ **H* thai foOoweihtMskaU not walk m 
^ZU« darktuss,** 

We follow. Lord, where thou dost lead, 
And, quickened, would ascend to thee. 
Redeemed from sin, set free mdeed, 
Into thy glorious liberty. 

We cast behind fear, sin, and death ; 
With thee we seek the things above ; 
Our inmost souls thy spirit breathe 
Of power, and calmness, and of love. 

The power, 'mid worldliness and sin. 
To do, in all, our Father's will ; 
Like thee, the victory to win. 
And bid each tempting voice be stilL 

The calmness perfect feith inspires. 
Which waiteth patiently and long ; 
The love which feileth not, nor tires, 
Triumphant over every wrong. 

Thus, through thy quickening spirit. Lord, 
Thy perfect life in us reveal. 
And help us, as we live to God, 
Still more and more with man to feel. 

Book of Hymoft. 
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" Blisudis the man nA^t ttrengtk it im 
theg," 



O BLESSED life ! the heart at rest 
When all without tumultuous seems ; 
That trusts a higher will^ and deems 
That higher will, not mine, the best. 

O blessed life I the mind that sees. 
Whatever change the years may bring, 
A mercy still in everything. 
And shining through all mysteries. 

O blessed life I the soul that soars. 
When sense of mortal sight is dim, 
Beyond the sense, — beyond, to him 
Whose love unlocks the heavenly doors. 

O blessed life I heart, mind, and soul. 
From self-bom aims and wishes free, 
In all at one with Deity, 
And loyal to the Lord's controL 

O life ! how blessed, how divine I 
High life, the earnest of a higher I 
Father, fulfil my deep desire, 
And let this blessed life be mine. Amen. 

William Tidd Matton. 




** S*e thai tkoH make ali ikmgt according to ike 
* paitem thawed to thee m the mount*** 

Not always on the mount may we 
Rapt in the heavenly vision be ; 
The shores of thought and feeling know 
The Spirit's tidal ebb and flow. 

Lord, it is good abiding here — 
We cry, the heavenly presence near : 
The vision vanishes, our eyes 
Are lifted into vacant skies 1 

Yet hath one such exalted hour 
Upon the soul redeeming power. 
And in its strength through after days 
We travel our appointed ways ; 

Till all the lowly vale grows bright 
Transfigured in remembered light. 
And in untiring souls we bear 
The freshness of the upper air. 

The mount for vision, — but below 
The paths of daily duty go, 
And nobler life therein shall own 
The pattern on the mountain shown. 

Frederick L. Hoemer. 
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^23* " ^'^ LorJsJkaH preserve ihee/rom aUevU.^ 

Go forth to life, O child of earth I 
Still mindful of thy heavenly birth ; 
Thou art not here for ease, or sin. 
But manhood's noble crown to win. 

Though passion's fires are in thy soul, 
Thy spirit can their flames control ; 
Though tempters strong beset thy way, 
Thy spirit is more strong than they. 

Go on from innocence of youth 
To manly pureness, manly truth ; 
God's angels still are near to save. 
And God himself doth help the brave. 

Then forth to life, O child of earth \ 
Be worthy of thy heavenly birth I 
For noble service thou art here ; 
Thy brothers help, thy God revere ! 

William Roscoe. 
Samuel Longfellow. 

^24 • ^ ^* work to-day in my vineyartU^ 

Go, labor on ; spend and be spent, — 
Thy joy to do the Father's will : 
It is the way the Master went ; 
Should not the servant tread it still? 

Go, labor on ; 't is not for nought ; 
Thine earthly loss is heavenly gain : 
Men heed thee, love thee, praise thee not ; 
The Master praises, — what are men? 




^^^ 



Go, labor on ; enough, while here. 
If he shall praise thee ; if he deign 
Thy willing heart to mark and cheer. 
No toil for him shall be in vain. 

Toil on, and in thy toil rejoice ; 
For toil, comes rest ; for exile, home. 
Soon shalt thou hear the Bridegroom's voice, 
The midnight peal. Behold I come. 
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Horatius Booar. 

'* 7!!^ Lord God hoik given mo the tongue o/tht 
ieamod% that I should know how to speak a 
word in season to him that is weary. 

Lord, speak to me, that I may speak 
In living echoes of thy tone ; 
As thou hast sought, so let me seek 
Thy erring children lost and lone. 

Oh, give thine own sweet rest to me. 
That I may speak with soothing power 
A word in season, as from thee. 
To weary ones in needful hour. 

Oh, fill me with thy fulness, Lord, 
Until my very heart o'erflow 
In kindling thought and glowing word, 
Thy love to tell, thy praise to show. 

Oh, use me, Lord, use even me. 

Just as thou wilt, and when, and where ; 

Until thy blessed face I see, 

Thy rest, thy joy, thy glory share, .^men. 

Frances R. HaversaL 
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"/i^M tJbtm ikat lev* mr. andtkty that utk 
mu tarfy tkaU find m§* 



*t 



Father, united by thy grace, 

And each to each endeared, 
With confidence we seek thy face. 

And know our prayer is heard. 

Make us into one spirit drink ; 

Baptize into one name ; 
And let us always kindly think. 

And sweetly speak the same. 

Touched by the loadstone of thy love, 

Let all our hearts agree ; 
And ever toward each other move, 

And ever move toward thee. 

Grant this, and then from all below 

Insensibly remove : 
Our souls their change shall scarcely know, 

Made perfect first in love I 

Yet when the fullest joy is given, 

The same delight we prove ; 
In earth, in paradise, in heaven, 

Our all in all is love. 

Charles Wesley. 
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Thim hoik kefilUd wUk wmhm 9/ktart, U 
work mil wuumer o/wcrk,^ 



Behold us, Lord, a little space 

From daily tasks set free. 
And met within thy holy place 

To rest awhile with thee. 

Around us rolls the ceaseless tide 

Of business, toil, and care. 
And scarcely can we turn aside 

For one brief hour of prayer. 

Yet these are not the only walls 
Wherein thou mayst be sought ; 

On homeliest work thy blessing falls 
In truth and patience wrought. 

Thine is the loom, the forge, the mart, 
The wealth of land and sea ; 

The worlds of science and of art 
Revealed and ruled by thee. 

Work shall be prayer, if all be wrought 
As thou wouldst have it done ; 

And prayer, by thee inspired and taught. 
Itself with work be one. 

John EUertoo. 
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« "By thgtr/rmUyt tkaS know ikem,^ 

O Thou who hast thy servants taught, 

That not by words alone. 
But by the fruits of holiness, 

The life of God is shown, — 

While in thy house of prayer we meet, 
And call thee God and Lord, 

Give us a heart to follow thee, 
Obedient to thy word. 

When we our voices lift in praise. 
Give thou us grace to bring 

An offering of unfeigned thanks. 
And with the spirit sing. 

And, in the dangerous path of life. 

Uphold us as we go ; 
That with our lips and in our lives 

Thy glory we may show. 

Heniy Alfixd. 
329* ^SmhmiIka9»^giv€liotkeg,^ 

Make channels for the streams of love^ 
Where they may broadly run ; 

And love has overflowing founts^ 
To fill them every one* 
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But if, at any time, we cease 

Such channels to provide, 
The very founts of love for us 

Will soon be parched and dried. 

For we must share, if we would keep. 

That blessing from above : 
Ceasing to give we cease to have, — 

Such is the law of love. 

Richard Cbeneriz Tresch. 1 
^^O^ Cciugcratiatu 

Mv God, accept my heart this day, 
And make it always thine ; 

That I from thee no more may stray, 
No more from thee decline. 

Anoint me with thy heavenly grace. 
And seal me for thine own ; 

That I may see thy glorious face 
And worship at thy throne. 

Let every thought and work and word 

To thee be ever given : 
Then life shall be thy service. Lord, 

And death the gate of heaven. 

Mmtthtw Bridset 
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Walk in the light ! so shalt thou know 

That fellowship of love 
His Spirit only can bestow^ 

Who reigns in light above. 

Walk in the light I and thou shalt find 

Thy heart made truly his. 
Who dwells in cloudless light enshrined, 

In whom no darkness is. 

Walk in the light I and e'en the tomb 

No fearful shade shall wear; 
Glory shall chase away its gloom. 

For Christ hath conquered there. 

Walk in the light ! and thine shall be 
A path, though thorny, bright ; 

For God, by grace, shall dwell in thee. 
And God himself is light 

Barnard Barton. 
Isaiah id. 30^ 31. 

Walk with the Lord ! along the road 
Your strength he will renew I 

Wait on the everlasting God, 
And he will wait on you. 

Ye shall not faint, ye shall not foil. 

Still in the Spirit strong : 
Each task divine ye still shall hai!. 

And blend the exulting song. 




Aspiring eyes ye still shall raise. 
And heights sublime explore ; 

Like eagles, ye shall sunward gaze ; 
Like eagles, heavenward soar. 

Your wondrous portion shall be this, 
Your life below, above ; — 

Eternal youth, eternal bliss, 
And everlasting love. 

ThooiM H. GUL 1869^ 
333*'*'^^^^^'*^ ^^ i^ivr^MT Gcdbeti^omma.'* 

Shine on our souls, eternal God, 
With rays of beauty shine ; 

Oh, let thy favor crown our days. 
And all their round be thine. 

Did we not raise our hands to thee^ 
Our hands might toil in vain ; 

Small joy success itself could give, 
If thou thy love restrain. 

With thee let every week begin, 
With thee each day be spent : 

For thee each fleeting hour improved, 
Since each by thee is lent 

Thus cheer us through this desert road, 

Till all our labors cease, 
And heaven refresh our weary souls 

With everlasting peace. Amen. 

Philip Doddridfs. 
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** Comptuitd about wUk to gnai a elomd 

Awake, my soul ; stretch every nerve. 

And press with vigor on : 
A heavenly race demands thy zeal, 

And an immortal crown. 

A cloud of witnesses around 

Hold thee in full survey : 
Forget the steps aheady trod. 

And onward urge thy way. 

T is God's all-animating voice 

That calls thee from on high ; 
T is his own hand presents the prize 

To thine aspiring eye, — 

That prize, with peerless glories bright, 

Which shall new lustre boast 
When victors' wreaths and monarchal gems 

Shall blend in common dust. 

Philip DoddridsB. S7S5* 
335* *'OniktLonPs»idt/' 

God's trumpet wakes the slumbering world ; 

Now, each man to his post I 
The red-cross banner is unfurled ; 

Who joins the glorious host? 

He who, in fealty to the Truth, 

And counting all the cost, 
Doth consecrate his generous youth, — 

He joins the noble host I 



He who, with calm, undaunted will, 

Ne'er counts the batde lost. 
But, though defeated, battles still, — 

He joins the faithful host 1 

He who is ready for the cross, 
The cause despised loves most. 

And shuns not pain or shame or loss, — - 
He joins the martyr host I 

Samuel LoogfeUom 
Q^0« Tho Right mutt wim 

Workman of God ! oh, lose not heart 

But learn what God is like ; 
And in the darkest batde-field 

Thou shalt know where to strike. 

Thrice blest is he to whom is given 

The instinct that can tell 
That God is in the field when he 

Is most invisible 1 

Blest, too, is he who can divine 

Where real right doth lie, 
And dares to take the side that seems 

Wrong to man's blindfold eye I 

For right is right, since God is God ; 

And right the day must win ; 
To doubt would be disloyalty, 

To falter would be sin I 

Frederick William 
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"H^aUAamd/rnf,* 



Mv soul, be on thy guard : 
Ten thousand foes arise ; 
The hosts of sin are pressmg hard 
To draw thee from the skies. 

Oh, watch and fight and pray I 
The battle ne'er give o'er ; 
Renew it boldly every day, 
And help divine implore. 

Ne'er think the victory won, 
Nor once at ease sit down : 
Thy arduous work will not be done 
Till thou obtain thy crown. 

Fight on, my soul, till death 
Shall bring thee to thy God : 
He*ll take thee, at thy parting breath, 
Up to his blest abode. 

G«oise Heath. 
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^ Remw atigki i^irii w&km Mr.** 



The thing my God doth hate. 
That I may no more do. 
Thy creature, Lord, again create. 
And all my soul renew : 

My soul shall then, like thine, 
Abhor the thing unclean, 
And, sanctified by love divine, 
Forever cease from sin. 

That blessed law of thine. 
Father, to me impart ; 
The Spirit's law of life divine, 
Oh, write it on my heart 1 

Implant it deep within. 
Whence it may ne'er remove,— 
The law of liberty from sin, 
The perfect law of love. 

Thy nature be my law, 
Thy spotless sanctity ; 
And sweetly every moment draw 
My happy soul to thee. Amen. 

Charles Wesley 
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Send down thy truth, O God I 

Too long the shadows frown ; 
Too long the darkened way we Ve trod : 

Thy truth, O Lord ! send down* 

Send down thy Spirit free, 

Till wilderness and town 
One temple for thy worship be : 

Thy Spirit, oh, send down 1 

Send down thy love, thy life, 

Our lesser lives to crown. 
And cleanse them of their hate and strife : 

Thy living love send down. 

Send down thy peace, O Lord 1 

Earth's bitter voices drown 
Id one deep ocean of accord : 

Thy peace, O God I tend down. Abien. 

£.R.SilL 
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O EVERLASriNG Light I 

Giver of dawn and day, 
Dispeller of the ancient night 

In which creation lay : 

O everlasting Truth ! 

The soul of all that *s true, 
Sure guide alike of age and youth. 

Lead me and teach me too. 

O everlasting Might ! 

My broken life repair ; 
Nerve thou my will, and clear my nght. 

Give strength to do and bear. 

O everlasting Love ! 

Wellspring of grace and peace ; 
Pour down thy fulness from above, 

Bid doubt and trouble cease I Amen. 

HonUiuft Boiiar. t 
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* First ik* dfadi^ thgn M# atn-, afUr tUi^ 
tMt/uU C0rm in ikt earV 



Sow in the mom thy seed, 

At eve hold not thy hand ; 
To doubt and fear give thou no heed> 

Broadcast it o*er the land. 

Beside all waters sow. 

The highway furrows stock. 
Drop it where thorns and thisdes grow, 

Scatter it on the rock. 

The good, the fruitful ground 

Expect not here nor there ; 
O'er hill and dale by plots 'tis found ; 

Go forth, then, everywhere. 

Thou know'st not which may thrive, 

The late or early sown ; 
Grace keeps the precious germs alive 

When and wherever strown. 

And duly shall appear 
In verdure, beauty, strength, 
The tender blade, the stalk, the ear, 
And the full com at length. 



Thou canst not toil in vain ; 
Cold, heat, the moist and dry, 
Shall foster and mature the grain 
For gamers in the sky. 

James Montgo m ery 
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**B4€trjfg one amaHUr's ^mrdmst *^*^ «# 
/mlJUtk*lM»0/CkrittV 

Come, brethren, let us go ! 

Our Father is our guide ; 
And, when the way grows steep and dark, 

He journeys at our side. 

Our spirits he would cheer ; 

The sunsfiine of his love 
Revives and helps us as we rove ; 

Ah, blest our lot e'en here ! 

Come, brethren, let us go : 

We travel hand in hand ; 
Each in his brother finds his joy 

In this wild stranger land. 

The strong be quick to raise 

The weaker when they fall ; 
Let love and peace and patience bloom 

In ready help for all. 

Otrhard TvittcgtD. Tr. Cetherint Winkwortb. 
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How glorious is the hour 
When first our souls awake, 
And thro* thy Spirit's quickening power 
Of the new life partake I 

With richer beauty glows 
The world, before so fair ; 
Her holy light religion throws. 
Reflected everywhere. 

Amid repentant tears, 
We feel sweet peace within ; 
We know the God of mercy bearsy 
And pardons every sin. 

Bom of thy Spirit, Lord, 
Thy Spirit may we share 1 
Deep in our hearts inscribe thy word. 
And place thine image there. 

Sttpbtn O. BaUiMli> 

A CHARGE to keep I have, 
A God to glorify, 
A never dying sod to save, 
And fit it for the sky ; 



To serve the present age. 
My calling to fulfil : 
Oh, may it all my powers engage 
To do my Master's will ! 

Arm me with jealous care. 
As in thy sight to live ; 
And oh, thy servant. Lord, prepare 
A strict account to give. Amen. 

OurlM WMlty. 
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Teach me, my God and King, 
In all things tliee to see ; 
And what I do in anything, 
To do it as for thee. 

To scorn the senses' sway. 
While still to thee I tend ; 
In all I do, be thou the way,-* 
In all be thou the end. 

AH may of thee partake : 
Nothing so small can be. 
But draws, when acted for thy sake, 
Greatness and worth from thee. 

If done to obey thy laws. 
E'en servile labors shine : 
Hallowed is toil if this the cause, 
The meanest work divine. 

OMi|iH«rb«tf 
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Siraiegert and^ifgrims ph Uu tartk!'* 



Now resti ye pilgrim host ! 

Look back upon your way : 
The mountains climbed, the torrents crossed, 

Through many a weary day« 

From this victorious height 

How fair the past appears, 
God's grace and glory shining bright 

On all the by-gone years. 

How many, at his call, 

Have parted from our throng I 
They watch us from the crystal wall, 

And echo back our song. 

They rest, beyond complaints, 

Beyond all sighs and tears ; 
Praise be to God for all his saints 

Who wrought in by-gone years 1 



The banners they upbore 

Our hands still lift on high ; 
The Lord they followed evermore 

To us b also nigh. 

Arise, arise I and tread 

The future without fears ; 
He leadeth still, whose hand hath led 

Through all the by-gone years 1 

When we have reached the home 

We seek with weary feet. 
Our children's children still shall come 

To keep these ranks complete ; 

And he, whose host is one. 

Throughout the countless spheres 
Will guide his marching servants on 

Through everlasting years. 

Rossiter W« RajiBoiid 



CONSECRATION AND SERVICE, 



177 



SILVER STREET. S.M. 



Isaac Smith. 







9- 



^ Mtm " Ify^ know thtu tkingsn ka^ amy* (f 

Happy the man who knows 
His Master to obey^ 
Whose life of care and labor flows 
Where God points out the way. 

He riseth to his task 
Soon as the word is given. 
Nor waits, nor doth a question ask. 
When orders come from heaven. 

Nothing he calls his own ; 
Nothing he hath to say ; 
His feet are shod for God alone. 
And God alone obey. 

Give us, O God, this mind. 
Which waits for thy command, 
And doth its highest pleasure find 
In thy great work to stand. Amen. 

Thomas C Upham. 
^2|.0« ''Lc^IcctmUJcikywiU.OGcd.'* 

God of the earnest heart, 
The trust assured and still, 
Thou who our strength forever art^ — 
We come to do thy will. 

Upon that painful road. 
By saints serenely trod. 
Whereon their hallowing influence flowed. 
Would we go forth, O God 1 
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'Gainst doubt and shame and fear 
In human hearts to strive, 
That all may learn to love and bear, 
To conquer self, and live. 

No dreams from toil to charm, 
No trembling on the tongue, — 
Lord, in thy rest may we be calm. 
Through thy completeness, strong. Amen. 

Samuel Johiuoii. 
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•* GodUotth a ekurfidgivn'^* 



Oh praise our God to-day, 
His constant mercy bless, 
Whose love hath helped us on our way, 
And granted us success. 

His arm the strength imparts 
Our daily toil to bear; 
His grace alone inspires our hearts 
Each other's load to share. 

O happiest work below. 
Earnest of joy above. 
To sweeten many a cup of woe, 
By deeds of holy love I 

Lord, may it be our choice 
This blessed rule to keep : 
"Rejoice with them that do rejoice, 
And weep with them that weep." Amen. 

Sir Henry W. Baker. 
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The Lord is my Shepherd, no want shall I know; 
I feed in green pastures, safe folded I rest : 
He leadeth my soul where the still waters flow. 
Restores me when wandering, redeems when oppressed. 

Through the valley and shadow of death though I stray^ 
Since thou art my guardian, no evil I fear ; 
Thy rod shall defend me, thy staff be my stay; 
No harm can befall, with my Comforter near. 

In the midst of affliction, my table is spread ; 
With blessings unmeasured my cup runneth o*er ; 
With perfume and oil thou anointest my head : 
Oh, what shall I ask of thy providence more? 

Let goodness and mercy, my bountiful God, 
Still follow my steps, till I meet thee above ; 
I seek, by the path which my forefathers trod 
Through the land of their sojourn, thy kingdom of love. 

James Mor.tgonMfjr. 
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Though faint, yet pursuing, we go on our way; 
The Lord is our Leader, his word is our stay; 
Though sufferings and sorrow, and trial be near. 
The Lord is our Refuge, and whom can we fear? 

He raiseth the fallen, he cheereth the faint; 

The weak and oppressed, — he will hear their complaint; 

The way may be weary, and thorny the road. 

But how can we falter? our help is in God ! 

And to his green pastures our footsteps he leads; 
His flock in the desert how kindly he feeds 1 
The lambs in his bosom he tenderly bears, 
And brings back the wanderers safe from the snares. 

Though clouds may surround us, our God is our light; 
Though storms rage around us, our God is our might; 
So faint, though pursuing, still onward we go; 
The Lord is our Leader; no fear can we know. 

Benjmmin BwMomfc 



i8o 



THE CHRISTIAN UFE. 



ELLERS. laio : laia 





353 



" In him w* liw, and tnove, and kavt cur iting;^ 

Father, thy wonders do not singly stand, 

Nor far removed where feet have seldom strayed: 

Around us ever lies the enchanted land, 

In marvels rich to thine own sons displayed. 

In finding thee are all things round us found; 
In losing thee are all things lost beside; 
Ears have we, but in vain sweet voices sound. 
And to our eyes the vision is denied. 

Open our eyes that we that world may see. 
Open our ears that we thy voice may hear, 
And in the spirit-land may ever be, 
And feel thy presence with us always near. Amen. 

JooM Vfliy. 
'* H^€ kave known mnd Muvtd tJU love thai God kaik to au.*' 

Not what I am, O Lord, but what thou art 1 
That, that alone can be my soul's true rest; 
Thy love, not mine, bids fear and doubt depart, 
And stills the tempest of my tossing breast. 

Girt with the love of God on every side, 
Breathing that love as heaven's own healing air, 
I work or wait, still following my Guide, 
Braving each foe, escaping every snare. 

Tis what I know of thee, my Lord and God, 
That fills my soul with peace, my lips with song; 
Thou art my health, my joy, my staff, my rod, 
Leaning on thee, in weakness I am strong. 

Horatlus Bonar. 
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" Trmfy my M^miwaiUtA a^am God; from him c^mgtk mjf mtoatimu^ 

In thy heart and hands^ my God, 
Calmly now my soul reposes, 

Waiting patiently the end 
That thy aim in all discloses; 

Stripped of self, how sweet her rest 

On her loving Father's breast 

And my soul doth cease from cares. 
From the thoughts that sore peiplex us^ 

That destroy the inner peace, 
For like sharpest thorns they vex us; 

He who made her careth well. 

She but seeks in peace to dwell. 

And my soul complaineth not. 
For no pain or fears dismay her; 

Still she clings to God in faith. 
Trusts him though he seem to slay her. 

'Tis when flesh and blood repine. 

Sun of joy, thou canst not shine. 

Thus my soul is still and waits, 
Every murmuring word she hushes. 

Conquering thus the pain or wrong 
That the restless spirit crushes; 

Like a silent ocean, bright 

With her Maker's praise and light 

Johann J. WincUtr. Tr. by Quhtrioe Winknortk 
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4^ ^ ^ ** The rtdttmed shall rtium, and shall conu 
^ ^ ^ • with singing unto Zion. " 

Through the night of doubt and sorrow 

Onward goes the pilgrim band. 
Singing songs of expectation, 

Marching to the Promised Land. 
And before us through the darkness 

Gleameth clear the guiding light ; 
Brother clasps the hand of brother, 

And steps fearless through the night. 

One the light of God*s dear presence 

O'er his faithful people shed, 
Chasing far the gloom and terror. 

Brightening all the path we tread : 
One the object of our journey, 

One the faith which never tires. 
One the earnest looking forward. 

One the hope our God inspires : 

One the strain which mouths of thousands 

Lift as from the heart of one ; 
One the conflict, one the peril, 

One the march in God begun : 
One the gladness of rejoicing 

On the fair eternal shore, 
With one Father o'er us shining 

In his love for evermore. 

Bernhard Severin Ingeraann. 
Tr. Sabintt Baring-Gould. 
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Tht Lord is n^ Rtfmg$P 



Call the Lord thy sure salvation ; 

Rest beneath the Almighty's shade ; 
In his secret habitation 

Dwell, nor ever be dismayed ; 
There no tumult can alarm thee. 

Thou shalt dread no hidden snare ; 
Guile nor violence can harm thee, 

In eternal safeguard there. 

He shall charge his angel-legions 

Watch and ward o'er thee to keep, 
Though thou walk through hostile regions, 

Though in desert wilds thou sleep. 
Since, with pure and firm affection, 

Thou on God hast set thy love. 
With the wings of his protection 

He will shield thee from above. 

James Montgomery.t 



^'Th* Lordihatthe thing tvtrlasting lights 
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Hear what God, the Lord, hath spoken : 

O my people, faint and few, 
Comfortless, afHicted, broken. 

Fair abodes I build for you ; 
Thorns of heartfelt tribulation 

Shall no more perplex your ways : 
You shall name your walls salvation, 

And your gates shall all be praise. 
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There, Kke streams that feed the garden, 

Pleasures without end shall flow ; 
For the Lord, your faith rewarding, 

All his bounty shall bestow : 
Still in undisturbed possession 

Peace and righteousness shall reign ; 
Never shall you feel oppression, 

Hear the voice of war again. 

Ye, no more your suns descending. 

Waning moons no more shall see ; 
But, your grie& forever ending, 

Find eternal noon in me : 
God shall rise, and, shining o'er you, 

Change to day the gloom of night ; 
He, the Lord, shall be your glory, 

God your everlasting light 

WilUam Cowpv. 
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Glorious things of thee are spoken, 

Zion, city of our God 1 
He, whose word cannot be broken, 

Formed thee for his own abode. 
On the Rock of Ages founded. 

What can shake thy sure repose ? 
With salvation's walls surrounded. 

Thou mayst smile at aU thy foes. 

See 1 the streams of living waters. 

Springing from eternal love, 
WeU supply thy sons and daughters. 

And all fear of want remove. 
Who can faint while such a river 

Ever flows their thirst to assuage? 
Grace, which, like the Lord the Giver, 

Never fails from age to age. 

John Ncwtoa 
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** He rettorttk ft^ tomU* 

The God of love my Shepherd is. 

My gracious, constant guide; 
I shall not want, for I am his; 
In all supplied. 

In his green pastures do I feed. 

And there lie down at will; 
He leads me in my thirsty need 
By waters still. 

His tenderness restores my soul 
When sick and faint I roam, 
Shows the right path, and makes me whole 
Bearing me home. 

Yea! the dark valley when I tread, 

No evil will I fear; 
Thy rod and staff dispel my dread; 
I feel thee near. 



Goodness and mercy all my days 

My constant song shall be, 
Till heavenly anthems fill with praise 
Eternity. 
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Rev. J. B. Dykes. 
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" Tk4 Lcrdttimy SAi^JUrd.' 



The King of love my Shepherd is, 
Whose goodness Meth never ; 

I nothing lack if I am his, 
And he is mine forever. 

Where streams of living water flow. 
My ransomed soul he leadeth. 

And, where the verdant pastures grow, 
With food celestial feedeth. 

Perverse and foolish, oft I strayed. 
But yet in love he sought me. 

And on his shoulder gently laid, 
And home, rejoicing, brought me. 

In death's dark vale I fear no ill 
With thee, dear Lord, beside me ; 

Thy rod and staff my comfort still. 
Thy light before to guide me. 

Thou spread'st a table in my sight. 
Thy unction grace bestoweth. 

And oh what transport of delight 
From thy pure chalice floweth 1 



And so, through all the length of days. 

Thy goodness faileth never ; 
Good Shepherd, may I sing thy praise 

Within thy house forever I Amen. 

SirHoryW. BaW.t 
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" FlMd fmf Lambt^ 



t» 



Ho I ye that rest beneath the rock, 
On pastures greenly growing. 

Or roam at will, a favored flock, 
By waters gendy flowing, — 

Hear ye, upon the desert air, 
A voice of woe come crying. 

Where, cold upon the barren moor, 
God's little lambs are dying. 

See the great Shepherd bend and caU 
From fields of light and glory : 

** Go, feed my lambs, and bring them all, 
From moor and mountain hoary 1" 

Ye little flock, the call obey ; 

And from the desert dreary 
Lead those who faint along die way, 

Or wander lost and weary. 
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Sir Akthor Suluvan. 
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Httatn^ Lorn* 



In heavenly love abiding, 

No change my heart shall fear; 
And safe is such confiding, 

For nothing changes here. 
The storm may roar without me. 

My heart may low be laid ; 
But God is round about me, 

And can I be dismayed? 



Wherever he may guide me, 

No want shall turn me back ; 
My Shepherd is beside me. 

And nothing can I lack. 
His wisdom ever waketh. 

His sight is never dim ; 
He knows the way he taketh. 

And I will walk with him. 



Green pastures are before me, 

Which yet I have not seen ; 
Bright skies will soon be o'er me 

Where darkest clouds have been. 
My hope I cannot measure, 

My path in life is free : 
My Father has my treasure, 

And he will walk with me. 



Abm L. Waring. 1^ 
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ffaSaJUMHii. tfti% 



Sometimes a light surprises 

The Christian while he sings ; 
It is the Lord, who rises 

With healing on his wings : 
When comforts are declining, 

He grants the soul again 
A season of clear shining. 

To cheer it after rain. 

In holy contemplation, 

We sweetly then pursue 
The theme of God's salvation. 

And find it ever new ; 
Set free from present sorrow, 

We cheerfully can say, 
*• E'en let the unknown to-morrow 

Bring with it what it may I 



" It can bring with it nothing 

But he will bear us through ; 
Who gives the lilies clothing 

Will clothe his people too ; 
Beneath the spreading heavens 

No creature but is fed ; 
And he who feeds the ravens 

Will give his children bread. 



tt 



Though vine nor fig-tree neither 

Their wonted fruit shall bear, 
Though all the field should wither, 

Nor flocks nor herds be there, 
Yet God the same abiding, 

Mis praise shall tune my voice : 
For, while in him confiding, 

I cannot but rejoice.'* 

WiOiUB 
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iVo/Mf cxxd. 



Quiet, Lord, my froward heart; 
Make me teachable and mDd, 
Upright, simple, free from ar^ — 
Make me as a weanfed chOd ; 
From distrust and envy free, 
Pleased with all that pleases thee. 

What thou shalt to-day provide, 
let me as a child receive ; 
What to-morrow may betide. 
Calmly to thy wisdom leave ; 
T is enough that thou wilt care : 
Why should I the burden bear? 

As a little child relies 

On a care beyond his own. 

Knows he 's neither strong nor wise, 



Fears to stir a step alone, — 
Let me thus with thee abide, 
As my Father, Guard, and Guide. Amen. 

John Newton. 
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PsaimiB. 



As the hart, with eager looks, 
Panteth for the water-brooks, 
So my soul, athirst for thee. 
Pants the living God to see ; 
When, oh when, with filial fear. 
Lord, shall I to thee draw near? 

Why art thou cast down, my soul? 
God, thy God, shall make thee whole : 
Why art thou disquieted ? 
God shaU lift thy fallen head. 
And his countenance benign 
Be the saving health of thine. 

J«iBM Uontgom&rf. 
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Every tU^ wOi I hUu tket,** 



At thy feet, O Lord, we lay 
Thine own gift of this new day: 
Doubt of what it has in store 
Makes us crave thine aid the more: 
Turn not from us while we plead 
Thy compassions and our need. 

If it flow on calm and bright. 
Be thyself our chief delight; 
If it bring unknown distress. 
Good is all that thou canst bless: 
Only, while its hours begin, 
Pray we, keep them clear of sin. 

Fain would we thy word embrace, 
Live each moment in thy grace, 
All ourselves to thee consign, 
Fold up all our wills in thine. 
Think, and speak, and do, and be. 
Simply that which pleaseth thee. Ames. 

Wmiam Brigiitt 
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Rev. J. B. 
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*^H0 that dwlUtk in tha secret place 0/ the 
Mest Highy shall abide under the shadow 
^the Almighty:^ 

O Thou, with whom, in sweet content. 
The soul that loves thee shall abide. 
Grant that thy spirit may be sent, 
That by its influence purified 
And touched and blessed, we may be free. 
Father and Friend, to dwell with thee. 

Oh, fire our hearts with quenchless love 
For men, and for thy truth divine, — 
That we may guide to things above. 
Where in thy heavens eternal shine 
The strong^attractions of that home 
From which, when found, no soul can roam. 

And if upon our lonely way, 
We faint and cry to thee for aid, 
Then, O our Father, grant, we pray, 
That, by us trembling and afraid. 
May walk the Leader of our race, 
Filling with light and joy the place. 

Crown us with love, and so with peace ; 

Transfigure duty to delight ; 

Our lips inspire, our faith increase. 

Brighten with hope our darkest night 

Bring us from earthly bondage free. 

To find our heaven in serving thee. Amen. 

Henry WUdsr Footc 1861. 



^/C O *' Per the Lerd is good; hiz mercy is ever^ 
^UO« lasting.*' 

O Lord, thine everlasting grace 
Our scanty thought surpasses far ; 
Thy heart still melts with tenderness ; 
Thine arms of love still open are 
Returning sinners to receive. 
That mercy they may taste and live. 

Though waves and storms go o*er my head ; 
Though strength, and health, and friends be 

gone; 
Though joys be withered all and dead ; 
Though every comfort be withdrawn ; 
On this my steadfast soul relies. 
Father ! thy mercy never dies. Amen. 

Johann Andreas Rothe, 1728. Tr. by J. Wealey. 

^^f\ ** Hemfreciems alse are thy thoughts unto 
Jviy* metOGedr* 

How precious are thy thoughts of peace, 
O God, to me ! how great the sum ! 
New every mom, they never cease ; 
They were, they are, and yet shall come. 
In number and in compass more 
Than ocean's sand or ocean's shore. 

Search me, O God, and know my heart ; 
Try me, my secret soul survey, 
And warn thy servant to depart 
From every false and evil way ; 
So shall thy truth my guidance be 
To life and immortality. Amen. 

James MontCMoery. 
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ST. MATTHIAS. Of. Six lines. 



WnxtAM Henry Monk. 
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" 7*il# manu qfilu Lard U a ttrong ttfwtr,^ 



Thou hidden Source of calm repose, 
Thou all-sufiicient Love Divine, 
My help and refuge from my foes, 
Secure I am while thou art mine : 
And, lo I from sin and grief and shame 
I hide me. Father, in thy name. 

Thy mighty name salvation is. 

And keeps my happy soul above ; 

Comfort it brings, and power and peace, 

And joy and everlasting love : 

To me, with thy dear name are given 

Paidon and holiness and heaven. 



Father, my all in all thou art, 
My rest in toil, my ease in pain ; 
The balm to heal my broken heart ; 
In war my peace, in loss my gain ; 
My smile beneath the tyrant's frown j 
In shame, my glory and my crown ; 

In want, my plentiful supply ; 
In weakness, my almighty power ; 
In bonds, my perfect liberty ; 
My light in evil's darkest hour; 
In grief, my joy unspeakable : 
My life in death, my all in all. 
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O^T ''ir^m.h 4t.. ruuM^ .^ .■ I ^ ^^^fir»t9eeiM£ we <Us0 art compassed aSoui 

^/X« ^waisk4fwiAeemy/atiAfy my works,** ' 0*-»0 ^i^ *« great a cloud of wUnt sue, Ut m lay 



True faith in holy life will shine ; 

The soul, that looks above, 
And more would leam of thmgs divine. 

Must daily grow in love ; 
For faith not only brings us light. 
But strength to love and do the right. 

They only please the Father well 

Who study to obey ; 
In them, O God, thy love doth dwell 

Who keep thy perfect way ; 
Love strong and steadfast unto death, 
This is the fruit and test of faith. 

He rests in God and God in him. 

Who still abides in love : 
In love the saints and seraphim 

Obey and praise above : 
For God is love ; the loveless heart 
Hath in his life and joy no part. 

C F. Gellert. 1757. 



O *rf O ""fr ** ^*^ * ^'^^ V wiinessee, let tu lay 

J / ^« *«^ *^**ry weight, and the sin which doth so 

^^ ' eastly beset us, a$ui let us rust with patience 

tho race that it set be/ore us.** 

Oh, sing with loud and joyful song. 

The seers of every name ; 
Oh, sing the prophets high and true, 

And saints of sacred fame. 
From age to age their voice is heard, 
One solemn cry, one living word. 

They come, the Lord's anointed ones. 

In every age and shore. 
And ever-bless6d tidings brought, 

And holy witness bore, — 
Witness of Love's celestial light. 
Of duty and eternal right. 

Oh, thanks that all the ages down 
The same love is outpoured ; 

Oh, thanks that every prophet-voice 
Proclaims one truth, one Lord ; 

O holy throng I ye show the store 

Of endless life from more to more. 

James Vila BUke. 
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"I LOOK TO THEE." 8.6.8.6:8.8. 



John W. Tufts. 
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- Goifs hand in all things^ and alltkingt in God's kand.*^ 



I LOOK to thee in every need. 

And never look in vain ; 
I feel thy touch. Eternal Love, 

And all is well again ; 
The thought of thee is mightier far 
Than sin and pain and sorrow are. 

Discouraged in the work of life. 

Disheartened by its load, 
Shamed by its failures or its fears, 

I sink beside the road, — 
But let me only think of thee, 
And then new heart springs up in me. 



Thy calmness bends serene above, 

My restlessness to still ; 
Around me flows thy quickening life 

To nerve my faltering will ; 
Thy presence fills my solitude ; 
Thy providence turns all to good. 

Embosomed deep in thy dear love. 

Held in thy law I stand ; 
Thy hand in all things I behold, 

And all things in thy hand ; 
Thou leadest me by unsought ways. 
And tum'st my mourning into praise. 

Samuel Long fellovi 
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Rev. J. B. Dykes. 
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** i^ iiftus art tm iky hand:* 

Father, I know that all my life 

Is portioned out for me, 
And the changes that are sure to come 

I do not fear to see ; 
But I ask thee for a present mind 

Intent on pleasing thee. 

I ask thee for a thoughtful love, 
Through constant watching wise. 

To meet the glad with joyful smiles, 
And to wipe the weeping eyes ; 

And a heart at leisure from itself. 
To soothe and sympathize. 

Wherever in the world I am, 

In whatsoe'er estate, 
I have a fellowship with hearts 

To keep and cultivate ; 
And a work of lowly love to do 

For the Lord on whom I wait 

Anna I« Waring. 
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Yt kavt not rtctivtdthe spirU e/Bandagt,* 



I ASK thee for the daily strength. 

To none that ask denied ; 
And a mind to blend with outward life 

While keeping at thy side : 
Content to fill a little space. 

If thou be glorified. 

And if some things I do not ask 

In my cup of blessing be, 
I would have my spirit filled the more 

With grateful love to thee, — 
More careful, not to serve thee mach, 

But to please thee perfectly. 

In a service which thy will appoints, 

There are no bonds for me ; 
For my inmost heart is taught *' the truth** 

That makes thy children " free : " 
And a life of self-renouncing love 

Is a life of liberty. 

Anna L. Waring: 
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Beyond, beyond that boundless sea, 

Above that dome of sky, 
Farther than thought itself can flee, 

Thy dwelling is on high : 
Yet dear the awful thought to nie, 

That thou, my God, art nigh. 

We hear thy voice when thunders roll 
Through the wide fields of air ; 

The waves obey thy dread control, 
But still thou art not there : 

Where shall I find him, O my soul. 
Who yet is everywhere? 

Oh, not in circling depth nor height, 

But in the conscious breast ; 
Present to faith, though veiled from sight, 

There doth his Spirit rest t 
Oh, come, thou Presence Infinite, 

And make thy creature blest 1 A&ien. 

Josiah Conder. 



** PraiM Hu Lord. . . . St<frmy windfulfiUing 
• kit word." 



377 

Go not far firom me, O my Strength, 

Whom all my times obey ; 
Take from me anything thou wilt, 

But go not thou away ; 
And let the storm that does thy work 

Deal with me as it may. 

Thy love has many a lighted path 

No outward eye can trace, 
And my heart sees thee in the deep, 

With darkness on its face, 
And communes with thee, 'mid the storm, 

As in a secret place. 

When I am feeble as a child, 
And flesh and heart give way, 

Then on thy everlasting strength. 
With passive trust I stay ; 

And the rough wind becomes a song, 
The darkness shines like day. 



Safe in thy sanctifjring grace. 

Almighty to restore, 
Borne onward, sin and death behind, 

And love and life before. 
Oh, let my soul abound in hope, 

And praise thee more and more. 

Deep unto deep may call, but I 
With peaceful heart will say. 

Thy loving-kindness hath a charge 
No waves can take away ; 

And let the storm that speeds me home 
Deal with me as it may. 

Auift L. Waring. 
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** I, ovon J, am kt thai com/orUtk you.^ 



Sweet is the solace of thy love. 
My heavenly Friend, to me. 

While through the hidden way of faith 
I journey home with thee. 

Learning by quiet thankfulness 
As a dear child to be. 

Though from the shadow of thy peace 

My feet would often stray, 
Thy mercy follows all my steps. 

And will not turn away ; 
Yea, thou wilt comfort me at last, 

As none beneath thee may. 

Then in the secret of my soul. 
Though hosts my peace invade. 

Though through a waste and weary land 
My lonely way be made. 

Thou, even thou, wilt comfort me \ 
I need not be afraid. 

Still in the solitary place 

I would awhile abide. 
Till with the solace of thy love 

My heart is satisfied. 
And all my hopes of happiness 

Stay calmly at thy side. 

Anna L. Wariq^ 
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Henry Lahrb. 
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" Our lig^ki affluiion^ which is hut for • momtntt 
workttk for MS a far more exceeding and 

eUrnai weight qfglmy" 

Oh, let him whose sorrow 

No relief can find, 
Trust in God, and borrow 

Ease for heart and mind. 
God will never leave thee, 

AH thy want ne knows, 
Feels the pains that grieve thee. 

Sees thy cares and woes. 

Raise thine eyes to heaven 

When thy spirits quail. 
When, by tempests driven, 

Heart and courage fail. 
When in grief we languish, 

He will dry the tear. 
Who his children's anguish 

Soothes with succor near. 

Heinrich S Oswald. 
Tr- by Frances £. Cox. 
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" Weeping may endure for a nigki^ bmij§f 
Cometh m the morning.** 



Yea, I will extol thee. 

Lord of life and light ! 
For thine arm upheld me. 

Turned my foes to flight. 
Grief may, like a stranger. 

For a night sojourn. 
Yet shall joy to-morrow 

With the sun return. 

Thou hast turned my mourning 

Into minstrelsy. 
Girded me with gladness, 

Set my thraldom free ; 
Thee my ransomed powers 

Henceforth shall adore, — 
Thee, my great Deliverer, 

Bless for evermore. Amen. 

James Montgonefy 
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DUMFRIES. 6.5. Double. 



Sir JosKPH Barnby. 
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** 7'Atfw crffwufst iktytar wUk thy goodmu}^ 

Summer suns are glowing 

Over land and sea, 
Happy light is flowing 

Bountiful and free. 
Everything rejoices 

In the mellow rays. 
All earth's thousand voices 

Swell the psalm of praise. 

God's free mercy streameth 

Over all the world, 
And his banner gleameth 

Everywhere unfurled. 
Broad and deep and glorious 

As the heaven above, 
Shines in might victorious 

His eternal Love. 

Lord, upon our blindness 
Thy pure radiance pour; 

For thy loving-kindness 
Make us love thee more. 

We will never doubt thee, 
Though thou veil thy light ; 
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Life is dark withouit thee. 
Death with thee is bright. 

Wm. Walsham Hoir. 

" Lcrdt lift tkw up the lighi ^tky ctmnUnanet 
upon us.** 

Clearer yet and clearer 

Dawns the light from heaven. 
In our sadness bringing 

News of sins forgiven ; 
Life has lost its shadows. 

Pure the light within : 
Thou hast shed thy radiance 

On a world of sin. 

Onward, ever onward, 

Journeying o'er the road 
Worn by saints before us. 

Journeying on to God ; 
Leaving all behind us, 

May we hasten on. 
Backward never looking 

Till the prize is won. Amen. 

Godfrey Thrin^ 
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THE BLESSED HOME. 6. Double. 



Sir John Stainbr. 
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Thy way, not mine, O Lord I 
However dark it be : 
Lead me by thine own hand ; 
Choose out the path for me. 
Smooth let it be or rough. 
It will be still the best : 
Winding or straight, it leads 
Right onward to thy rest 

I dare not choose my lot ; 
I would not, if I might : 
Choose thou for me, my God ; 
So shall I walk aright 
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Take thou my cup, and it 
With joy or sorrow fill, 
As best to thee may seem ; 
Choose thou my good and ilL 

Choose thou for me my fiiends, 
My sickness or fny health ; 
Choose thou my cares for me, 
My poverty or wealth. 
Not mine, not mine, the choice, 
In things or great or small : 
Be thou my guide, my strength, 
My wisdom, and my all 1 Amen. 

Uontius Bonar. iSjft. 1 
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DOLOMITE CHANT. 6.6:6.6. Austrian Melody. HarmonUed by J. T. Cooper. 
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" Commit iky way umio ike Lord; trust also in 
Aim, and he tkail bring it to^au," 



Commit thy way to God, 

The weight which makes thee faint : 

Worlds are to him do load. 

To him breathe thy complaint. 

He who for winds and clouds 
Doth make a pathway free, 
Through wastes, or hostile crowds. 
Can make a way for thee. 

Thou must in him be blest, 
Ere bliss can be secure ; 
On his work must thou rest. 
If thy work shall endure. 

To anxious, prying thought, 
And weary, fretting care. 
The Highest yieldeth nought ; 
He giveth all to prayer. 

This prison where thou art. 
Thy God will break it soon. 
And flood with light thy heart 
In his own blessed noon. 



Thou wearest not the crown, 
Nor the best course can tell ; 
God sitteth on the throne. 
And guideth all things well. 

Paul Gerhardt 
Tr. by Elizabeth Charlea. 
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" Tmfy my tndwtutetk upon God; from 
him comoih nty salvation.^* 



Not so in haste, my heart ; 
Have faith in God, and wait; 
Although he linger long. 
He never comes too late. 

He never comes too late ; 
He knoweth what is best ; 
Vex not thyself in vain ; 
Until he cometh, rest. 

Until he cometh, rest ; 
Nor grudge the hours that roll ; 
The feet that wait for God, 
Are soonest at the goal ; 

Are soonest at the goal 
That is not gained by speed ; 
Then hold thee still, my heart. 
For I shall wait his lead. 



RT 
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H. W. Grkatorex. 
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TJU Wmo/God, 



I WORSHIP thee, sweet Will of God ! 

And all thy ways adore ; 
And every day I live, I seem 

To love thee more and more. 

When obstacles and trials seem 

Like prison-walls to be, 
I do the little I can do, 

And leave the rest to thee. 

He always wins who sides with God ; 

To him no chance is lost ; 
God*s will is sweetest to him when 

It triumphs at his cost. 

Ill that he blesses is our good, 

And unblest good is ill ; 
And all is right that seems most wrong, 

If it be his sweet will ! 

Ride on, ride on triumphantly, 
Thou glorious Will, ride on ! 

Faith's pilgrim sons behind thee take 
The road that thou hast gone ! 

Frederick W. Faber. 
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AU tmy t^rimgt tun m Tk**." 



My heart is resting, O my God 1 
I will give thanks and sing ; 

My heart is at the secret source 
Of every precious thing. 

I thirst for springs of heavenly life. 
And here all day they rise ; 

I seek the treasure of thy love. 
And close at hand it lies. 

Glory to thee for strength withheld. 
For want and weakness known, — 

The fear that sends me to thy breast 
For what is most mine own. 

Mine be the reverent, listening love 
That waits all day on thee ; 

The service of a watchful heart 
Which no one else can see ; 

The faith that, in a hidden way 

No other eye may know, 
Finds all its daily work prepared. 

And loves to have it so. 

Anna L. Wariof . 
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GERONTIUS. CM. 



Rev. J. B. Dykes. 
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" r-*/r» is HO /ear in lave ; btii ferfect Icve casietA 
ma fear. He that feareth u not made perfect 

Ufver 



Our Father ! while our hearts unlearn 
The creeds that wrong thy name, 

Still let our hallowed altars bum 
With Faith's undying flame 1 

Not by the lightning-gleams of wrath 
Our souls thy face shall see, — 

The star of Love must light the path 
That leads to Heaven and thee. 

Help us to read our Master's will 
Through every darkening stain 

That clouds his sacred image still, 
And see him once again, 

The brother man, the pitying friend. 
Who weeps for human woes, 

Whose pleading words of pardon blend 
With cries of raging foes. 

If, 'mid the gathering storms of doubt 
Our hearts grow faint and cold, 

The strength we cannot live without 
Thy love will not withhold. 

Our prayers accept ; our sins forgive j 

Our youthful zeal renew ; 
Shape for us holier lives to live 

And nobler work to do ! Amen. 

OliTer Wendell Holmes. 
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Gadisl^kt,amim kirn is no darkness at air 



O God I thy power is wonderful. 

Thy glory passing bright ; 
Thy wisdom, with its deep on deep, 

A rapture to the sight. 

There 's not a craving in the mind 
Thou dost not meet and still ; 

There *s not a wish the heart can have 
Which thou dost not fulfil. 

All things that have been, all that are. 
All things that can be dreamed. 

All possible creations, made. 
Kept faithful, or redeemed, — 

All these may draw upon thy power. 

Thy mercy may command ; 
And still outflows thy silent sea. 

Immutable and grand. 

O little heart of mine ! shall pain 
Or sorrow make thee moan. 

When all this God is all for thee, 
A Father all thine own ? 

Fiederick W. Faber. 
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Richard Farrant. 
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^^•w ^ii^ *' Ife mahetk me U lit dcwn in grten patiuru ; 
^y ii* Atf Uadtth tiu httide the sitU waUrs.** 

I LITTLE see, I little know. 

Yet can I fear no ill : 
He who hath guided tne till now 

Will be my leader still. 

No burden yet on me was laid 

Of trouble or of care, 
But he my trembling step hath stayed. 

And given me strength to bear. 

I came not hither of my will 

Or wisdom of mine own : 
That higher Power upholds me still. 

And still must bear me on. 

I knew not of this wondrous earth, 
Nor dreamed what blessings lay 

Beyond the gates of human birth 
To glad my future way. 

And what beyond this life may be 

As little I divine, — 
What love may wait to welcome me, 

What fellowships be mine. 

I know not what beyond may lie. 

But look, in humble faith, 
Into a larger life to die 

And find new birth in death. 



1— 

He will not leave my soul forlorn ; 

I still must find him true, 
Whose mercies have been new each mom 

And every evening new. 

Upon his providence I lean. 

As lean in faith I must : 
The lesson of my life hath been 

A heart of grateful trust. Amen. 

Frederick L. Hosmer. 
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" God it iig^kif and in him is no darkness 
aiail." 



1 SEE the wrong that round me lies, 

I feel the guilt within ; 
I hear, with groan and travail-cries. 

The world confess its sin. 

Yet, in the maddening maze of things. 
And tossed by storm and flood, 

To one fixed stake my spirit clings ; 
I know that God is good ! 

Not mine to look where cherubim 

And seraphs may not see, 
But nothing can be good in him 

Which evil is in me. 

The wrong that pains my soul below 

I dare not throne above ; 
I know not of his hate, — I know 

His goodness and his love. 

John Greenleaf Whittier. 
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BEATITUDO. CJt 



Rev. J. B. Dykbs. 
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OQ2, '^GodUUrvtr 

Thou, Lord, art Love, — and everywhere 

Thy name is brightly shown, 
Beneath, on earth thy footstool fair, 

Above, in heaven thy throne. 

Thy ways are Love ; though they transcend 

Our feeble range of sight. 
They wind through darkness to their end 

In everlasting light. 

Thy thoughts are Love, and Jesus is 

The living voice they find ; 
His love lights up the vast abyss 

Of the Eternal Mind. 

Thy chastisements are Love, — more deep 

They stamp the seal divine ; 
And by a sweet compulsion keep 

Our spirits nearer thine. 

Thy heaven is the abode of Love, — 

O blessed Lord, that we 
May there, when time's dim shades remove. 

Be gathered home to thee. 

There with thy resting saints to M 

Adoring round thy throne ; 
Where all shall love thee. Lord, and all 

Shall in thy love be one. 

James D>Bunii. 
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" Tkty thai knam thy nafw wiil^ iknr 

trust in ihet.** 



O Name, all other names above. 

What art thou not to me. 
Now 1 have learned to trust thy love 

And cast my care on thee ! 

What is our being but a cry, 

A restless longing still, 
Which thou alone canst satisfy. 

Alone thy fulness fill I 

Thrice blessed be the holy souls 

That lead the way to thee. 
That bum upon the martyr-rolls 

And lists of prophecy. 

And sweet it is to tread the ground 
O'er which their faith hath trod ; 

But sweeter far, when thou art found. 
The soul's own sense of God ! 

The thought of thee all sorrow calms ; 

Our anxious burdens fall ; 
His crosses turn to triumph-palms 

Who finds in God his all ! 

Frederick L. Hwmer. 
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Arranged by Lowell Mason. 




QQ4.. '*C4uijMmrbitrdenu/9H ike Lord.'* 

How gentle God's commands I 
How kind his precepts are I 
Come, cast your burdens on the Lord, 
And trust his constant care. 

While Providence supports. 
Let saints securely dwell ; 
That hand which bears all nature up, 
Shall guide his children well 

Why should this anxious load 
Press down your weary mind : 
Haste to your heavenly Father's throne, 
And sweet refreshment find. 

His goodness stands approved, 
Down to the present day : 
I '11 drop my burden at his feet, 
And bear a song away. 

Philip Doddridgtt. 
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Htavtnfy Jay am Earth, 



Come, we that love the Lord, 
And let our joys be known ; 
Join in a song with sweet accord, 
And thus surround the throne. 



The sorrows of the mind 
Be banished from the place ; 
Religion never was designed 
To make our pleasures less. 

The men of grace have found 
Glory begun below : 
Celestial fruits, on earthly ground. 
From faith and hope may grow. 

Then let our songs abound, 
And every tear be dry : 
We're march. jg thro' Immanuel's ground, 
To fairer worlds on high. 

Isaac Watts. 1709. 
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Blest be thy love, dear Lord, 
That taught us this sweet way. 
Only to love thee for thyself, 
And for that love obey. 

O thou, our souls' chief hope I 
We to thy mercy fly : 
Where'er we are, thou canst protect, 
Whate'er we need, supply. 
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OTTERY. S.M, 
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Sir Joseph Barnby. 
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Whether we sleep or wake, 
To thee we both resign ; 
By night we see, as well as day. 
If thy light on us shine. 

Whether we live or die. 
Both we submit to thee ; 
In death we live, as well as life. 
If thine in death we be. 

John Austin. 1668. 
39 7* " ^ wia/tar w tva,/or thou art wWk <m.» 

My spirit on thy care. 
Blest Father, I recline : 
Thou wilt not leave me to despair^ 
For thou art love divine. 

MOCCAS. S.M. 



In thee I place my trust, 
On thee I calmly rest : 
I know thee good, I know thee just^ 
And count thy choice the best. 

WTiate'er events betide. 
Thy will they all perform : 
Safe in thy breast my head I hide, 
Nor fear the coming storm. 

Let good or ill befall. 
It must be good for me ; 
Secure of having thee in all» 
Of having all in thee. 

Henry Francis Lytd. 1834. 

A. R. Reinagle. 
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Aa&on Williams. 
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GodntrSht^kerd, Pa xxiil 



The Lord my Shepherd is ; 
I shall be well supplied : 
Since he is mine, and I am his, 
What can I want beside ? 

He leads me to the place 
Where heavenly pasture grows, 
Where living waters gently pass. 
And full salvation flows. 

If e'er I go astray, 
He doth my soul reclaim, 
And guides me in his own right way, 
For his most holy name. 

While he affords his aid, 
I cannot yield to fear : 
Though I should walk thro* death's dark shade, 
My shepherd 's with me there. 

In sight of all my foes 
Thou dost my table spread ; 
My cup with blessings overflows, 
And joy exalts my head. 

The bounties of thy love 
Shall crown my following days \ 
Nor from thy house will I remove, 
Nor cease to speak thy praise. 

laaac Watts. 
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Seeking God. 



My God, permit my tongue 
This joy, to call thee mine ; 
And let my early cries prevail 
To taste thy love divine. 

My thirsty, fainting soul 
Thy mercy does implore ; 
Not travellers in desert lands 
Can pant for water more. 

For life without thy love 
No relish can afford ; 
No joy can be compared to this, — 
To serve and please the Lord. 

Since thou hast been my help, 
To thee my spirit flies, 
And on thy watchful providence 
My cheerful hope relies. 

The shadow of thy wings 
My soul in safety keeps : 
I follow where my Father leads, 
And he supports my steps. 

luic Wftttt 
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DIADEMATA. S.M. Double. 



Sir G. J. Elvey. 




400. " Catt thy bmrden up^ tJU Lard?* 

Commit thou all thy griefs 

And ways into his hands. 
To his sure truth and tender care, 

Who earth and heaven commands, — 

Who points the clouds their course, 

Whom winds and seas obey, 
He shall direct thy wandering feet, 

He shall prepare thy way. 

Thy everlasting truth, 

Father I thy ceaseless love, 
Sees all thy children's wants, and knows 

What best for each will prove. 

Thou everywhere hast sway, 

And all things serve thy might ; 
Thy every act pure blessing is. 

Thy path unsullied light. 

Paul Gerhardt Tr. John Wesley. 
4-01* ^ Trust in ifuL9rd?* 

Give to the winds thy fears ; 
Hope, and be undismayed : 
God hears thy sighs and counts thy tears ; 
God shall lift up thy bead. 



Through waves and clouds and storms, 
He gently clears thy way : 
Wait thou his time ; so shall this night 
Soon end in joyous day. 

Still heavy is thy heart? 

Still sink thy spirits down? 
Cast off the weight, let fear depart, 

And every care be gone. 

Far, far above thy thought 

His counsel shall appear. 
When fully he the work hath wrought 

That caused thy needless fear. 

Thou seest our weakness, Lord ! 

Our hearts are known to thee : 
Oh, lifl thou up the sinking hand, 

Confirm the feeble knee I 

Let us in life, in death, 

Thy steadfast truth declare. 
And publish, with our latest breath, 

Thy love and guardian care 1 

Ptol Oerhirat. Tr. JflAw Wesley. 
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Wttping may tndurtfor a nighty buijoy comttk in tkt morning. 



I* 



Father, to thee we look in all our sorrow, 

Thou art the fountain whence our healing flows; 

Dark though the night, joy cometh with the morrow; 
Safely they rest who on thy love repose. 

When fond hopes fail and skies are dark before us, 
When the vain cares that vex our life increase, — 

Comes with its calm the thought that thou art o*er us, 
And we grow quiet, folded in thy peace. 

Nought shall aflright us on thy goodness leaning. 

Low in the heart faith singeth still her song; 
Chastened by pain we learn life's deeper meaning, 

And in our weakness thou dost make us strong. 

Patient, O heart, though heavy be thy sorrows ! 

Be not cast down, disquieted in vain; 
Yet shalt thou praise him when these darkened furrows. 

Where now he plougheth, wave with golden grain. 

Fredcridc L. Homer. 
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TRIAL AND RESIGNATION. aog 



^ O L^rdfiMou kati uarcked ms and known Mr." 

When faith was lost, when my poor bark was driving 
'Mid aimless doubts on thought's tempestuous sea, 

I yet could say, in all my hopeless striving, 
**1 know thee not; but I am known of thee.** 

In blacker storms of earthly sin and passion, 
One ray of light amid the darkness shone. 

That, when thou. Lord, this soul of mine didst fashion, 
Its depths of weakness all to thee were known. 



And when thy peace is in my heart descending, 
When the dear Father's face again I see. 

The same great thought with every joy is blending,— 
« I know thee now ; for I am known of thee." 

JamMFi 



I CANNOT find thee. Still on restless pinion 
My spirit beats the void where thou dost dwell; 

I wander lost through all thy vast dominion, 
And shrink beneath thy light inefiable. 

I cannot find thee* E'en when most adoring 

Before thy throne I bend in lowliest prayer ; 
Beyond these bounds of thought my thought upsoaring 

From farthest quest comes back : thou art not there. 

Yet high above the limits of my seeing. 

And folded far within the inmost heart, 
And deep below the deeps of conscious being, 

Thy splendor shineth : there, O God 1 thou art 

I cannot lose thee. Still in thee abiding, 

The end is dear, how wide soe'er I roam : 
The hand that holds the worlds my steps is guiding. 

And I must rest at last in thee, my home. Amen. 

Elisa Seoddflc 
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Abide with me 1 fast falls the eventide ; 
The darkness deepens : Lord, with roe abide I 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, oh, abide with me 1 

Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day ; 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away; 
Change and decay in all around I see : 

thou who changest not, abide with me 1 

1 need thy presence every passing hour : 

What but thy grace can foil the tempter's power? 
Who like thyself my guide and stay can be? 
Through cloud and sunshine, oh, abide with me 1 

I fear no foe, with thee at hand to bless : 
nis have no weight, and tears no bitterness : 
Where is death's sting? where, grave, thy victory? 
I triumph still, if thou abide with me I 

Hold, then, the cross before my closing eyes 1 
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies t 
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain shadows flee } 
In life and death, O Lord, abide with me I Amen. 

Henry Fnncb Ljrta. 1847. f 
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FAREHAM. 10.10: io.ia 

1 



Sir John Goss. 
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IVkcm ktnt I in Aeaven but thet 7 c»d ikert it n^tu up^n earth that I dtsirw htttdtt the€^ 

Thou Life within my life, than self more near I 
Thou veiled Presence infinitely clear ! 
From all illusive shows of sense I flee, 
To find my centre and my rest in thee. 

Below all depths thy saving mercy lies, 
Through thickest glooms I see thy light arise; 
Above the highest heavens thou art not found 
More surely than within this earthly round. 

Take part with me against these doubts that rise. 
And seek to throne thee far in distant skies 1 
Take part with me against this self that dares 
Assume the burden of these sins and cares ! 

How shall I call thee who art always here, 
How shall I praise thee who art still most dear. 
What may I give thee save what thou hast given? 
And whom but thee have I in earth or heaven? 

Elixa Scndder. 
** UmtUthttk^ hreakt^ amdthe thadawtJUe away,^ 

Dark is the sky that overhangs my soul. 
The mists are thick that through the valley roll. 
But, as I tread, I cheer my heart and say, 
When the day breaks, the shadows flee away. 

God maketh all things good unto his own; 
For them in every darkness light is sown; 
He will make good the gloom of this my day, — 
Till that day break, and shadows flee away. 

Sanrael J. Stooa 
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( Wer nur den lieben Gott lasst waiting 



Georg Neumark. 
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'* Catt thy hmrdtn upon ike Lord, and he tkall nutam thee^ 

If thou but suffer God to guide thee. 

And hope in him through all thy ways, 
He '11 give thee strength, whatever betide thee, 

And bear thee through the evil days; 
Who trusts in God's unchanging love, 
Builds on the Rock that nought can move. 

What can these anxious cares avail thee. 

These never-ceasing moans and sighs? 
What can it help, if thou bewail thee 

O'er each dark moment as it flies? 
Our cross and trials do but press 
The heavier for our bitterness. 

Only be still, and wait his leisure 

In cheerful hope, with heart content 
To take whate'er thy Father's pleasure. 

And all-discerning love, hath sent; 
Nor doubt our inmost wants are known 
To him who chose us for his own. 

Sing, pray, and keep his wa)rs unswerving, 

So do thine own part faithfully. 
And trust his word, though undeserving, 

Thou yet shalt find it true for thee; 
God never yet forsook at need 
The soul that trusted him indeed. Amen. 

Georg Neumark, 1657. Tr. by Catherine ^nkworth. 
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( IVas Gott tkut, das ist wohlgethan^ 



J. Pachelbbl. (i653-i7o6) (?) 
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Whate'er my God ordains is right, 

Holy his will abideth ; 
I will be still whate'er he doth. 
And follow where he guideth. 
He is my God ; 
Though dark my road, 
He holds me that I shall not fall. 
And so to him I leave it all. 

Whate'er my God ordains is right, 

He never will deceive me ; 
He leads me by the proper path, 
I know he will not leave me. 
And take content 
What he hath sent ; 
His hand can turn my griefs away, 
And patiently I wait his day. 



" Ht is the Rock, his work is ftrfect : for aU kis ways art judgmtni.* 



Whate'er my God ordains is right ; 
Though now this cup in drinking 
May bitter seem to my faint heart, 
I take it all unshrinking ; 
Tears pass away 
With dawn of day ; 
Sweet comfort yet shall fill my heart, 
And pain and sorrow shall depart. 

Whate'er my God ordains is right, 
Here shall my stand be taken ; 
Though sorrow, need, or death be mine. 
Yet am I not forsaken ; 
My Father's care 
Is around me there ; 
He holds me that I shall not fall. 
And so to him I leave it all. Amen. 

S. Rodigatt 
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Chaeles Gounox>. 
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My God and Father, while I stray. 
Far from my home, in life's rough way, 
Oh, teach me from my heart to say, 
" Thy will be done ! " 

Though dark my path and sad my lot. 
Let me be still and murmur not, 
Or breathe the prayer divinely taught, — 
" Thy wiU be done 1 " 

Though thou hast called me to resign 
What most I prized, it ne'er was mine : 
I have but yielded what was thine, — 
"Thy will be done 1" 

Should grief or sickness waste away 
My life in premature decay, 
My Father, still I strive to say, 
" Thy will be done ! " 

Let but my fainting heart be blest 
With thy sweet Spirit for its guest, 
My God, to thee I leave the rest,— 
" Thy will be done ! " 



Renew my will from day to day ; 
Blend it with thine, and take away 
AU that now makes it hard to say, 

'• Thy will be done ! " Amen. 

Charlotu Elliott. 1836. 
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" TAe Lord is my roek, amd my/crtmt, W19 
ttrtngtk, m wham I wUi trtat,'^ 

My God, my Father, look on me, 
For I am weary and opprest ; 
I come to cast myself on thee, — 
Thou art my Rest. 

Look down on me, for I am weak ; 
I feel the toilsome journey's length ; 
Thine aid omnipotent I seek, — 
Thou art my Strength. 

I am bewildered on my way ; 
Dark and tempestuous is the night ; 
Oh, send thou forth some cheering ray,— 
Thou art my Light. 

I hear the storms around me rise ; 
But when I dread the impending shock, 
My spirit to the refuge flies, — 
Thou art my Rock. 

Standing alone on Jordan's brink, 
In that tremendous latest strife. 
Thou wilt not suffer me to sink, — 
Thou art my Life. 

Thou wilt my every want supply, 

E'en to the end, whatever befall ; 

Through life, in death, eternally. 

Thou art my All. Amen. 

Charlotu ElUolt 



TRIAL AND RESIGNATION. 



215 



FAIRFAX. 8^:8.6. 



Sir Joseph Barnby. 
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Return mni0 iky rtst, O m^ MidJ* 



To-day, beneath thy chastening eye, 
I crave alone for peace and rest. 
Submissive in thy hand to lie. 
And feel that it is best. 

A marvel seems the uiiveise, 
A miracle our life and death ; 
A mystery which I cannot pierce, 
Around, above, beneath. 

In vain I task my aching brain, 
In vain the sage's thought I scan ; 
I only feel how weak and vain, 
How poor and blind, is man I 

And now my spirit sighs for home, 
And longs for light whereby to see, 
Andy like a weary child, would come, 
O Father, unto thee 1 

Though oft, like letters traced on sand, 
My weak resolves have passed away. 
In mercy lend thy helping hand 
Unto my prayer to-day. Amen. 

JohB O. WblttiOT. 
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Shall we grow weary in our watch, 
And murmur at the long delay. 
Impatient of our Father's time 
And his appointed way? 

Alasl a deeper test of faith 
Than prison cell or martyr's stake, 
The self-abasing watchfulness 
Of silent prayer may make. 

Easier to smite with Peter's sword 
Than '' watch one hour" in humbling prayer ; 
Life's '' great things," like the Syrian lord, 
Our hearts can do and dare. 

But oh, we shrink from Jordan's side, 
From waters which alone can save ; 
And murmur for Abana's banks 
And Pharpar's brighter wave. 

O thou, who in the garden's shade 
Didst wake thy weary ones again. 
Who slumbered at that fearful hour 
Forgetful of thy pain ; 

Bend o'er us now, as over them, 
And set our sleep-bound spirits free^ 
Nor leave us slumbering in the watch 
Our souls should keep with thee 1 Aiixir. 

John O. Wlttttiii. 
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When darkness long has veiled my mind. 
And smiling day once more appears. 
Then, O my Father, then I find 
The folly of my doubts and fears. 

Straight I upbraid my wandering heart, 
And blush that I should ever be 
Thus prone to act so base a part. 
Or harbor one hard thought of thee. 

Oh, let me then at length be taught 
What I am still so slow to learn, — 
That God is love, and changes not. 
Nor knows the shadow of a turn ! 

Sweet truth, and easy to repeat ; 
But when my faith is sharply tried, 
I find myself a learner yet. 
Unskilful, weak, and apt to slide. 

But, O my God ! one look from thee 
Subdues the disobedient will. 
Drives doubt and discontent away. 
And thy rebellious child is still. 

William Cowper. t 

^ Y ^ ** BUutdart ihty tluU moum^for they tkaU 
*|-*3» btcon^orUd:* 

Deem not that they are blest alone 
Whose days a peaceful tenor keep ; 
The God who loves our race has shown 
A blessing for the eyes that weep. 
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The light of smiles shall fill again 
The lids that overflow with tears. 
And weary hours of woe and pain 
Are promises of happier years. 

Oh, there are days of sunny rest 
For every dark and troubled night ; 
And grief may bide, an evening guest. 
But joy shall come with morning light. 

William Cullen Bryant 
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*' Thau ktardgst th* vote* of my tupfikatimu 
wJUn / cried unto tkto* * 



God of my life, to thee I call. 
Afflicted at thy feet I fall ; 
When the great water-floods prevail. 
Leave not my trembling heart to fail. 

Friend of the friendless and the faint, 
Where should I lodge my deep complaint ? 
Where, but with thee, whose open door 
Invites the helpless and the poor? 

Did ever mourner plead with thee. 
And thou refuse the mourner's plea? 
Does not thy word still fixed remain. 
That none shall seek thy face in vain? 

That were a grief I could not bear. 
Didst thou not hear and answer prayer ; 
But a prayer-hearing, answering God 
Supports me under every load. 

William Cowper. 
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E. J. Hopkins. 
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" Under hu wini^s ihalt thou tnuf* 

What comforts, Lord, to those are given 

Who seek in thee their home and restl 
They find on earth an opening heaven, 

And in thy peace are amply blest. 

Their tranquil joy no troubles banish; 

Their hiding-place is safe above ! 
The dismal clouds of night must vanish 

At dawning of thy light of love. 

In thee, O Lord, I seek protection; 

To thee I take my eager flight; 
I yield my feet to thy direction; 

Behold I my ways are in thy sight 

If thon through thorny paths wilt lead me, 

I '11 simply trust in thee, O Lord ! 
The clouds at thy command must feed me, 

And rocks refreshing drink afford. 

Wollgaat C. DtMler. 169ft. 
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"IwiHirusi m tki Lord."* 



My God, I thank thee ! may no thought 
E'er deem thy chastisements severe ; 
But may this heart, by sorrow taught. 
Calm each wild wish, each idle fear. 

Thy mercy bids all nature bloom ; 
The sun shines bright, and man is gay; 
Thine equal mercy spreads the gloom 
That darkens o'er his litde day. 

Full many a throb of grief and pain 
Thy frail and erring child must know ; 
But not one prayer is breathed in vain, 
Nor does one tear unheeded flow. 

Thy various messengers employ ; 
Thy purposes of love fulfil ; 
And, 'mid the wreck of human joy, 
May kneeling &ith adore thy will. Amcn. 

ADdrtws Norton. 
4 X Qo " / miUmHtt, amdg9 tmio m^ Fmtktr.^ 

To thine eternal arms, O God, 
Take us, thine erring children, in ; 
From dangerous paths too boldly trod. 
From wandering thoughts and dreams of sin. I 



Those arms were round our childish ways, 
A guard through helpless years to be ; 
Oh, leave not our maturer days, 
We still are helpless without thee 1 

We trusted hope and pride and strength : 
Our strength proved false, our pride was vain ; 
Our dreams have faded all at length, — 
We come to thee, O Lord, again 1 

A guide to trembling steps yet be^ 
Give us of thine eternal powers ! 
So shall our paths all lead to thee, 
And life smile on like childhood's hours. 

T. W. HigginaoD. 1847. 
4-20* "TkigiJia/GoditeUmalii/k.'* 

My God, in thee all fulness lies. 
All want in me from thee apart ; 
In thee my soul hath endless joys, 
In me is but an aching heart 

Thou seest whatsoe'er we need. 
Thou seest it, and pitiest me ; 
Thy swift compassions hither speed, 
Ere yet my woes are told to thee. 

I leave to thee whate'er b mine, 
And in thy will I calmly rest ; 
I know that richest gifts are thine : 
Thou canst and thou wilt make me blest 

J* S< HoflniftDn. 
Tt, by CathoriM Winknonli. 
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M ^Y " ^^^ ^* '^ Lord; be 0/ goodeatireigt^ tmd 
^^ «L • ke shall sirtmgtiun iluH* ksarL** 

Wait on the Lord, ye heirs of hope 1 
And let his word support your soul : 
Well can he bear your courage up, 
And all your foes and fears control. 

He waits his own well-chosen hour 
The intended mercy to display ; 
And his paternal pity moves, 
While wisdom dictates the delay. 

Blest are the humble souls, that wait 
With sweet submission to his will ; 
Harmonious all their passions move, 
And in the midst of storms are still ; — 

Still, till their Father's well-known voice 
Wakens their silence into songs ; 
Then earth grows vocal with his praise, 
And heaven the grateful shout prolongs. 

Philip Doddndga. 

Be thou, O Rock of Ages, nigh I 
So shall each murmuring thought be gone ; 
And grief, and fear, and care shall fly 
As clouds before the mid-day sun. 



Speak to my warring passions peace ; 
Say to my trembling heart " Be still ; " 
Thy power my strength and fortress is. 
For all things serve thy sovereign will. 

Charles Wesley. 



** Ltad m» ma piain folk,* 
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O Thou, to whose all-searching sight 
The darkness shineth as the light I 
Search, prove my heart ; it pants for thee : 
Oh, burst these bonds, and set it free ! 

If in this darksome wild I stray. 

Be thou my light, be thou my way : 

No foes, no violence, I fear ; 

No fraud, while thou, my God, art near. 

When rising floods my soul o'erflow, 
When sinks my heart in waves of woe, 
O Lord, thy timely aid impart. 
And raise my head, and cheer my heart 1 

If rough and thorny be the way, 
My strength proportion to my day ; 
Till toil and grief and pain shall cease, 
Where all is calm and joy and peace. 

N. L. Zinieiidoff 
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When Israel, of the Lord beloved, 
Out of the land of bondage came, 
Her fathers' God before her moved, 
An awful guide, in smoke and flame. 

By day, along the astonished lands 
The cloudy pillar glided slow ; 
By night, Arabia's crimsoned sands 
Returned the fiery column's glow. 

There rose the choral hymn of praise, 
And trump and timbrel answered keen ; 
And Zion's daughters poured their lays, 
With priests' and warriors' voice between. 

No portents now our foes amaze j 
Forsaken Israel wanders lone ; 
Our fathers would not know thy ways, 
And thou hast left them to their own. 

But present still, though now unseen, 
When brightly shines the prosperous day. 
Be thoughts of thee a cloudy screen 
To temper the deceitful ray I 



And, oh, when stoops on Judah*s path, 
In shade and storm, the frequent night. 
Be thou, long-suffering, slow to wrath, 
A burning and a shining light. Amen. 

Sir Walter Scott. 



Trust in God, 
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Be still, my heart : these anxious cares 
To thee are burdens, thorns, and snares ; 
They cast dishonor on thy Lord, 
And contradict his gracious word. 

Brought safely by his hand thus far, 
Why wilt thou now give place to fear? 
How canst thou want if he provide, 
Or lose thy way with such a guide ? 

Did ever trouble yet befall, 
And he refuse to hear thy call? 
And has he not his promise passed 
That thou shalt overcome at last? 

He who has helped me hitherto 
Will help me all my journey through, 
And give me daily cause to raise 
New trophies to his endless praise. 

John Nawton f 



TRIAL AND RESIGNATION. 



221 



LAUDS. L.M. 



R. Redhead. 



i^-jtTfl^^^=iM i \ i WJ'JI l 



t^^^F i [ffF i f'f-nf4fH^ 



|f"j l JJJi l ^f^hhri-JlHi 



I 



-tf>- 



-^ 



-^- 



^^"[ l f[^M|'[F4fl[[FF l f'f' 



A - MSN. 



^2- 



s 



i 



426 



^ H* keaUtkiki brokem iH»4mri.^ 



Our God is good, in every place 
His love is known, his help is found. 
His mighty arm and tender grace 
Bring good from ills that hem us round. 

He who can heaven and earth control, 
Who spreads the clouds o'er sea and land^ 
Whose presence fills the mighty whole, 
In each true heart is close at hand. 

When sins and follies long forgot 
Upon thy tortured conscience prey ; 
Oh, come to God, and fear him not. 
His love shall sweep them all away. 

Those whom the thoughdess world forsakes, 
Who stand bewildered with their woe, 
God gently to his bosom takes, 
And bids them all his fulness know. 

What though thou tread with bleeding feet 
A thorny path of grief and gloom ? 
Thy God will choose the way most meet 
To lead thee heavenward, lead thee home. 

J. F. Ziha. 168a. 



The past is dark with sin and shame, 
The future dim with doubt and fear; 
But, Father, yet we praise thy name, 
Whose guardian love is always near. 

For man has striven, ages long. 
With faltering steps, to come to thee ; 
And, in each purpose high and strong; 
The influence of thy grace could see. 

He could not breathe an earnest prayer, 
But thou wast kinder than he dreamed. 
As age by age brought hopes more fair. 
And nearer still thy kingdom seemed. 

But never rose within his breast 
A trust so calm and deep as now : 
Shall not the weary find a rest? 
Father, Preserver, answer thou I 

Tis dark around, 't is dark above. 
But through the shadow streams the son : 
We cannot doubt thy certain love ; 
And Man's true aim shall ytX, be won I 

T. W. HJniiMOB. \U% 
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I BLESS thee, Lord, for sorrows sent 
To break my dream of human power ; 
For now, my shallow cisterns spent, 
I find thy founts, and thirst no more. 

I take thy hand, and fears grow still ; 
Behold thy face, and doubts remove : 
Who would not yield his wavering will 
To perfect truth and boundless love? 

That love this restless soul doth teach 
The strength of thine eternal calm ; 
And tune its sad and broken speech 
To join, on earth, the angels' psalm. 

Oh, be it patient in thy hands. 

And drawn, through each mysterious hour. 

To service of thy pure commands, 

The narrow way to love and power. Amen. 

Samuel Johnaon. 

THOU by long experience tried. 
Near whom no grief can long abide, 
My Lord I how full of sweet content 
My years of pilgrimage are spent. 

To me remains nor place nor time : 
My country is in every clime ; 

1 can be calm and free from care 
On any shore, since thou art there. 



Could I be cast where thou art not. 
That were indeed a dreadful lot ; 
But regions none remote I call, 
Secure of finding thee in all. Amen. 

Madame Guion. 
Tr. by W. Cowper.t 

Thy will be done 1 I will not fear 

The fate provided by thy love : 

Though clouds and darkness shroud me here, 

I know that all is bright above. 

The stars of heaven are shining on, [tears ; 
Though these frail eyes are dimmed with 
And though the hopes of earth be gone, 
Vet are not ours the immortal years ? 

Father, forgive the heart that clings, 
Thus trembling, to the things of time ; 
And bid the soul, on angel wings, 
Ascend into a purer clime. 

There shall no doubts disturb its trust. 
No sorrows dim celestial love ; 
But these afflictions of the dust, 
Like shadows of the night, remove. 

That glorious life will well repay 
This life of toil and care and woe : 
O Father ! joyful on my way. 
To drink thy bitter cup, I go. 

Jane E. (Roacoe) Honibkmv. 
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God of my life, whose gracious power 
Through various deaths my soul hath led. 
Or turned aside the fatal hour, 
Or lifted up my sinking head, ^- 

In all my ways thy hand I own, 
Thy ruling providence I see : 
Oh, help me still my course to run, 
And stiU direct my paths to thee. 

Whither, oh, whither should I fly, 
But to my loving Father's breast. 
Secure within thine arms to lie, 
And safe beneath thy wings to rest? 

I have no skill the snare to shun ; 
But thou, O God, my wisdom art : 
I ever into ruin run ; 
But thou art greater than my heart 

Foolish and impotent and blind, 
Lead me a way I have not known ; 
Bring me where I my heaven may find, — 
The heaven of loving thee alone. Amen. 

Chaiies Wesley. 

O Love Divine, that stooped to share 
Our sharpest pang, our bitterest tear, 
On thee we cast each earth-bom care ; 
We smile at pain while thou art near. 



Though long the weary way we tread, 
And sorrow crown each lingering year, 
No path we shun, no darkness dread ; 
Our hearts still whispering, thou art near 1 

When drooping pleasure turns to grie^ 
And trembling faith is changed to fear. 
The murmuring wind, the quivering leaf. 
Shall softly tell us, thou art near I 

On thee we fling our burdening woe, 
O Love Divine, forever dear I 
Content to suffer while we know. 
Living and dying, thou art near. 

Oliver Wendell Holoiei. 

How rich the blessings, O my God, 
Which teach this grateful heart to glow I 
How kindly poured, and free bestowed, 
The rivers of thy mercy flow 1 

How calmly rolls the sea of life ! 
Secure in thine immortal tnist^ 
The soul has hushed her secret strife. 
Nor longer shudders at the dust 

Though sorrow's cloud awhile o'ercast 
The dawn of earthly hope and joy, 
She knows that it must soon be past^ 
And will unveil eternity. 

Jue £. (Roecoe) HonUmitt 
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Beneath thine hammer, Lord, I lie 

With contrite spirit prone : 
Oh, mould me till to self I die, 

And live to thee alone I 

With frequent disappointments sore, 

And many a bitter pain. 
Thou laborest at my being's core 

Till I be formed again. 

Smite, Lord ! thine hammer's needful wound 

My baffled hopes confess ; 
Thine anvil is the sense profound 

Of mine own nothingness. 

Smite, till, from all its idols free. 

And filled with love divine. 
My heart shall know no good but thee. 

And have no will but thine. 

Frederic H. Hedgo. 

AQC **AttikiMgt work togttktrf^ good Utktm 
H'OD* that loot God.** 

Bear on, my soul ! thy bitter cross 

In every trial here 
Shall bear thee to thy heaven above, 

But shall not enter there. 

Bear on, my soul ! on God rely ; 

Deliverance soon will come : 
A thousand ways the Father hath 

To bring his children home. 



And thou, my shepherd, friend, and guide. 

Hast led me kindly on, — 
Taught me to rest my fainting head 

Upon thy heart alone. 

So comforted and so sustained. 

With dark events I strove. 
And found, when rightly understood, 

All messengers of love. 

Frances M. Cbwper.f 
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Thy way is in the deep, O Lord I 
E'en there we *11 go with thee : 

We *ll meet the tempest at thy word. 
And walk upon the sea 1 

Poor tremblers at his rougher wind. 

Why do we doubt him so? 
Who gives the storm a path, will find 

The way our feet shall go. 

A moment may his hand be lost, — 

Drear moment of delay ! — 
We cry, " Lord 1 help the tempest-tost," — 

And safe we 're borne away. 

Come, Lord of peace ! our griefs dispel. 

And wipe our tears away ; 
•T is thine, to order all things well. 

And ours, to bless the sway. Amen. 

James Martineaa. s8#o. 
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The Oiu Petiiiom. 



Father, whate'er of earthly bliss 

Thy sovereign hand denies. 
Accepted at thy throne of grace, 

Let this petition rise, — 

" Give me a calm, a thankful heart. 

From every murmur free ; 
The blessings of thy grace impart. 

And let me live to thee ; 

" Let the sweet hope that thou art mine, 

My path of life attend ; 
Thy presence through my journey shine, 

And bless its happy end." Amen. 

Anne Steele. 
^ ^ O • Rtsignatiotu 

O Lord, my best desire fulfil ; 

And help me to resign 
life, health, and comfort to thy will, 

And make thy pleasure mine. 

Why should I shrink from thy command, 
Whose love forbids my fears ; 

Or tremble at the gracious hand 
That wipes away my tears? 

No : rather let me freely yield 

What most I prize, to thee, 
Who never hast a good withheld, 

Or wilt withhold, from me. 

WUliam Cowper. 1779. 



A QQ, Tk€ hfysUry tmd Btmgnity 0/ Pr^pitUnet, 

God moves in a mysterious way. 
His wonders to perform : 

He plants his footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of never-failing skill. 
He treasures up his bright designs, 

And works his sovereign wilL 

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take ; 

The clouds ye so much dread 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 

In blessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense^ 
But trust him for his grace : 

Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 

His purposes will ripen fast, 

Unfolding every hour : 
The bud may have a bitter taste^ 

But sweet will be the flower. 



Blind unbelief is sure to eir, 
And scan his work in vain : 

God is his own interpreter, 
And he will make it plain. 
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if 5'Mtf' 4^ Trust, 
• '*0 Gad, im t*M, m tKt€, kaot I irusuJ.** 

Love Divine, of all that is 
The sweetest still and best, 

Fain w /uld I come and rest my heart 
Upon thy faithful breast 

1 pray thee turn me not away, 

For, sinful though I be. 
Thou knowest everything I need. 
And all my need of thee. 

I do not pray because I would ; 

I pray because I must : 
There is no meaning in ray prayer 

But thankfulness and trust ; 
And thou wilt hear the thought I mean, 

And not the words I say ; 
Wilt hear the thanks among the words 

That only seem to pray. 



Thou dost not wait until I urge 

My wayward steps to thee, 
But in the darkness of my life 

Art coming still to me. 
And, even while it sighed, my heart 

Has sung itself to rest, 
O Love Divine, forever near, 

Upon thy faithful breast 

John W. Chadwick. 

O God, that madest earth and sky. 

The darkness and the day, 
Give ear to this thy family, 

And help us when we pray. 
For wide the waves of bitterness 

Around our vessel roar, 
And heavy grows the pilot's heart, 

To view the rocky shore. 
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The cross our Master bore for us. 

For him we fain would bear ; 
But mortal strength to weakness turns. 

And courage to despair. 
Then mercy on our failings, Lord ; 

Our sinking faith renew ; 
And, when his sorrows visit us, 

Oh, send his patience too ! Amen. 

Reginald Heber. 
^^2* •* My Hnut art m thy hand^ 

While thee I seek, protecting Power, 

Be my vain wishes stilled ; 
And may this consecrated hour 

With better hopes be filled. 
Tliy love the powers of thought bestowed, 

To thee my thoughts would soar ; 
Thy mercy o'er my life has flowed, — 

That mercy I adore. 



In each event of life, how clear 

Thy ruling hand I see 1 
Each blessing to my soul more dear. 

Because conferred by thee. 
In every joy that crowns my days. 

In every pain I bear, 
My heart shall find delight in prai.se. 

Or seek relief in prayer. 

When gladness wings my favored hour. 

Thy love my thoughts shall fill ; 
Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower, 

My soul shall meet thy will. 
My lifted eye, without a tear, 

The lowering storm shall see ; 
My steadfast heart shall know no fear, — 

That heart shall rest on thee. 

Helm Maria Willianu. itSS 
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When on ray day of life the night is falling, 
And, in the winds from unsunned spaces 
blown, 
I hear far voices out of darkness calling 
My feet to paths unknown, 

Thou, who hast made my home of life so 
pleasant, 
Leave not its tenant when its walls decay ; 
O Love Divine, O Helper ever present, 
Be thou my strength and stay 1 

Be near me when all else is from me drifting : 
Earth, sky, home's pictures, days of shade 
and shine, 
And kindly faces to my own uplifting 
The love which answers mine. 



I have but thee, my Father 1 let thy spirit 

Be with me then to comfort and uphold ; 
No gate of pearl, no branch of palm I merit, 
Nor street of shining gold. 

Suffice it if — my good and ill unreckoned, 
And both forgiven through thy abounding 
grace — 
I find myself by hands familiar beckoned 
Unto my fitting place. 

Some humble door among thy many mansions, 
Some sheltering shade where sin and striv- 
ing cease, 
And flows forever, through heaven's green 
expansions 
The river of thy peace. 
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There, from the music round about me stealing, 

I fain would learn the new and holy song, 
And find at last, beneath thy trees of healing. 
The life for which I long. 



John a WUttlv. 



Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluu! 
O Lord of Life, where'er they be. 
Safe in thine own eternity. 
Our dead are living unto thee. 

Alleluia ! 

All souls are thine, and, here or there^ 
They rest within thy sheltering care ; 
One providence alike they share. 

Alleluia 1 

Thy word is true, thy ways are just; 
Above the requiem, <<Dust to dust," 
Shall rise our psalm of grateful trust 

Alleluia ! 

O happy they in God who rest, 

No more by fear and doubt oppressed; 

Living or dying they are blest. 

Alleluia ! Amen. 



FradafickL.H 
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* TA4 ftigki is/ar tptnt^ and tkt dity it milumd.** 

Hark f hark, my soul ! Angelic songs are swelling 

O'er earth's green fields and ocean's wave-beat shore: 
How sweet the truth those blessed strains are telling 
Of that new life when sin shall be no more 1 

Angels of gladness, 

Angeb of light, 
Singing to welcome 
The pilgrims of the night. 
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Onward we go, for still we hear them singing, 
" Come, weary souls, for Jesus bids you come ; 

And through the dark, its echoes sweetly ringing, 
The music of the Gospel leads us home. 

Angels of gladness, etc. 



t» 



Far, far away, like bells at evening pealing, 
The voice of Jesus sounds o'er land and sea. 

And laden souls by thousands meekly stealing. 
Kind Shepherd, turn their weary steps to thee. 

Angels of gladness, etc. 



Rest comes at length, though life be long and dreary. 
The day must dawn, and darksome night be past; 

All journeys end in welcome to the weary. 

And heaven, the heart's true home, will come at last. 

Angels of gladness, etc. 

Frederick WtUiam Fabcr.t 
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Sir Joseph Barnbt. 
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*• Htnimg dt»ir» f df^arif and U he with Ckrisi, which ia/ar heiUr^* 



O Paradise ! O Paradise I 

Who doth not crave for rest. 
Who would not seek the happy land 
Where they that loved are blest? 
Where loyal hearts and true 
Stand ever in the light, 
All rapture through and through, 
In Gkxi's most holy sight. 

Paradise, O Paradise, 
I want to sin no more, 

1 want to be as pure on earth 
As on thy spotless shore ; 



Where loyal hearts and true 
Stand ever in the light. 
All rapture through and through 
In God's most holy sight 

O Paradise ! O Paradise ! 

I feel 't will not be long ; 
Patience ! I almost think I hear 
Faint fragments of thy song. 
Where loyal hearts and true 
Stand ever in the light, 
All rapture through and through. 
In God's most holy sight 

Fraderick W. Fabcb 
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** TMat whirt i am, iktrtyt may Be alsa.* 

As from the lighted hearths behind me 

I pass with slow, reluctant feet. 
What waits me in the land of strangeness? 

What face shall smile, what voice shall greet? 

I shrink from unaccustomed glory, 

I dread the myriad-voiced strain; 
Give me the unforgotten faces, 

And let my lost ones speak again. 

He will not chide my mortal yearning. 
Who is our Brother and our Friend, 

In whose full life, divine and human, 
The heavenly and the earthly blend. 

Mine be the joy of soul communion. 
The sense of spiritual strength renewed* 

The reverence for the pure and holy. 
The dear delight of doing good. 

Forgive my human words, O Father! 

I go thy larger truth to prove; 
Thy mercy shall transcend my longing; 

I seek but love, and thou art Love I 

I go to find my lost* and mourned for 
Safe in thy sheltered goodness still. 

And all that hope and faith foreshadow. 
Made perfect in thy holy will ! Amen. 

JohaG. 
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pyg are e»mpa$»§d aboid with $0 grtai a cloud ofwiiiutte** 



For all the saints, who from their labors rest, 
Who thee by faith before the world confessed, 
Thy name, O Father, be forever blessed. 

Alleluia. 

Thou wast their rock, their fortress, and their 

might ; 
Thou, Lord, their Captain in the well-fought 

fight; 
Thou, in the darkness drear, their one true 

Alleluia. 

Oh, may thy soldiers, faithful, true, and bold. 
Fight as the saints who nobly fought of old. 
And win, with them, the victor's crown of 
gold. 

Alleluia. 



O blest Communion, fellowship divine 1 
We feebly struggle, they in glory shine ; 
Yet all are one in thee, for all are thine. 

Alleluia. 

And when the strife is fierce, the warfare long, 
Steals on the ear the distant triumph-song. 
And hearts are brave again, and arms are 
strong. 

Alleluia. 

The golden evening brightens in the west : 
Soon, soon to faithful warriors comes the rest , 
Sweet is the calm of Paradise the blessed. 

Alleluia. 

WiUiam Walsham How. 
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SAFE HOME. 6.6:6.6:8^. (H.M.) 



Sir Arthur Suluvan. 
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<*^# skaOit aamd,xti m at fyjh-m, ** 



Safe home, safe home in port I 
Rent cordage, shattered deck, 
Tom sails, provisions short. 
And only not a wreck : 
But oh the joy upon the shore, 
To tell our voyage-perils o'er 1 

The prize, the prize secure 1 

The athlete nearly fell ; 

Bare an he coultf endure, 

And bare not always well : 
But he may smile at troubles gone^ 
Who sets the victor-garland on I 



No more the foe can harm ; 

No more of leaguered caropi 

And cry of night-alarmi 

And need of ready lamp : 
And yet how nearly he had failed, — 
How nearly had that foe prevailed I 

The exile is at home I 

O nights and days of teats. 

O longings not to roam, 

O sins, and doubts, and fears : 
What matter now this bitter fray? 
The king has wiped those tears away. 

Adapted from the Greek, by J. M Neak^ 
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Blessed City, heavenly Salem, 

Vision dear of peace and love, 
liVho, of living stones upbuilded. 

Art the joy of heaven above, 
And with angel cohorts circled, 

As a bride to earth dost move I 

Bright with pearls her portal glitters ) 

It is open evermore ; 
And, on wings of love ascending, 

Thither faithful souls may soar, 
Who, for Christ's dear name, in this world 

Pain and tribulation bore. 

Many a blow and biting sculpture 

Polished well those stones electa 
In their places now compacted 

By the heavenly Architect, 
Who therewith hath willed forever 

That his palace should be decked. 

Latin Hymn, eighth oentujy. TV. John Maaoo Nealt. t 
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ALFORD. 7.6:8.6. Double. 



Rev. J. B. Dykxs. 
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*" Att maiiptu ikmOJItm unto ii.^ 



Ten thousand times ten thousand. 

In sparkling raiment bright. 
The armies of the ransomed saints 

Throng up the steeps of light : 
T is finished, all is finished, 

Their fight with death and sin ; 
Fling open wide the golden gatesy 

And let the victors in. 

What rush of alleluias 

Fills all the earth and sky I 
What ringing of a thousand harps 

Bespeaks the triumph nigh 1 
day, for which creation 

And all its tribes were made 1 
joy, for all its former woes, 

A thousancUbkl repaid 1 



Oh, then what raptured greetings 

On Canaan's happy shore, 
What knitting severed friendships up^ 

Where partings are no more I 
Then eyes with joy shall sparkle. 

That brimmed with tears of late^ 
Orphans no longer fatherless. 

Nor widows desolate. 

Ten thousand times ten thousand, 

In sparkling raiment bright. 
The armies of the ransomed saints 

Throng up the steeps of light : 
Tis finished, all is finished, 

Their fight with death and sin j 
Fling open wide the golden gates. 

And let the victors in. 
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Sir Arthur Sullivan. 






452. 



*'Ht tunuik (A4 tkadtw ^dgaiJk ittU marmmiJ* 



Around my path life's mysteries 

Their deepening shadows throw ; 
And as I gaze and ponder, 

They dark and darker grow. 
Yet still, amid the darkness, 

I feel the light is near ; 
And in the awful silence 

God's voice I seem to hear : 

But hear it as the thunder, 

Or murmuring of the sea ; 
The secret it is telling, — 

But tells it not to me. 
Yet hark I a voice above me, 

Which says, " Wait, trust, and pray : 
The night will soon be over ; 

And light will come with day." 



Amen ! the light and darkness 

Are both alike to thee : 
Then to thy waiting servant 

Alike they both shall be. 
That great, unending future ! 

I cannot pierce its shroud ; 
But I nothing doubt, nor tremble : 

God's bow is on the cloud. 

To him I yield my spirit ; 

On him I lay my load : 
Fear ends with death ; beyond it 

I nothing see but God : 
Thus moving toward the darkness^ 

I calmly wait his call : 
Seeing and fearing nothing; 

Hoping and trusting all ! 

SimucI Grfff. 
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Jerusalem, the golden ! 

With milk and honey blest ; 
Beneath thy contemplation 

Sink heart and voice opprest 
I know not^ oh, I know not 

What joys await us there, 
What radiancy of gloiy^ 

What bliss beyond compare. 

They stand, those halls of Zion, 
All jubilant with song, 

And bright with many an angel. 
And all the martyr throng. 



-TJkseify qftkigrtat King':* 
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The Prince is ever in them, 

The daylight is serene ; 
The pastures of the blessed 

Are decked in glorious sheen. 

There is the throne of David ; 

And there, from care released, 
The shout of them that triumph, 

The song of them that feast 
And they, who with their Leader, 

Have conquered in the fight, 
Forever and forever 

Are clad in robes of white. 

S. Btnurd of Clony. 1145. Tr. J. M. Natla. 
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Tbz precious seed of weeping 

To-day we sow once more, 
The form of one now sleeping; 

Whose pilgrimage is o'er. 
Ah, death but safely lands him 

Where we, too, would attain ; 
Our Father's voice demands him. 

And death to him is gain. 

He has what we are wanting, 

He sees what we believe ; 
The sins on earth so haunting 

Have there no power to grieve ; 
Safe in his Father's keeping, 

Who sent him calm release ; 
Tis only we are weeping, 

He dwells in perfect peace. 

CJ. P.Spikta. 
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tetk om* to come, " 



Brief life is here our portion, 

Brief sorrow, short-lived care ; 
The life that knows no ending, 

The tearless life is there. 
O happy retribution 1 

Short toil, eternal rest ; 
For mortals and for sinners 

A mansion with the blest 

The morning shall awaken, 

The shadows shall decay, 
And each true-hearted servant 

Shall shine as doth the day. 
There God, our King and Portion, 

In fulness of his grace, 
Shall we behold forever. 

And worship face to face. 

8. Btnard of Clnay. 1145. Tr. J. Maioii Neal* 



THE LIFE EVERLASTING. 



241 



HEIDELBERG. 76: 76. 

{Christut, tUr ist mein Leben,) 

J* — ^ ■ ■ ■ ' 1^ 



Melchior Vulpius, 1609. 




I ' ^/i i rTf i 



pJiHiJ i ^^Ji 




H\ \ }\:\\ \ \}\\ \} \ \\]\'r\ \ \\rA \ 



456. 



'< ^A# tf 1101^ dead, ha tke^Hk}* 



She is not dead, but sleepeth : 
. Why in your hearts this strife ? 
He, who hath kept, still keepeth 
The never-dying life. 

For what to us seems dying. 

Is but a second birth, 
A spirit upward flying 

From the broken shell of earth. 



ST. ALPHEGE. 7.6:76. 



We are the dead, the buried. 
We, who do yet survive. 

In sin and sense interred — 
The dead I They are alive. 

Freed from this earthly prison. 
They seek another sphere : 

They are not dead, but risen ! 
And God is with them there. 

Waiiam H. 
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SAMimLWBBn. Afn^MlbyW. ILMoHK. 




A C "7^ *' Evtrttutingjoj^ tkail b* unio them. " 

Oh, when the hours of life are past. 
And death's dark shade arrives at last, 
It is not sleep, it is not rest, — 
Tis glory opening to the blest ! 

There parted hearts again shall meet 
In union holy, calm, and sweet ; 
There grief find rest, and nevermore 
Shall sorrow call them to deplore. 

No storms shall ride the troubled air ; 
No voice of passion enter there ; 
But all be peaceful as the sigh 
Of evening gales, that breathe and die. 

BRESLAU. L.M. 

{Herrjesu Christy mein Lebenslicht,) 



For there the God of mercy sheds 
His purest influence on their heads, 
And gilds the spirits round the throne 
With glory radiant as his own. 

W. B. O. Peabody. 

^ p«W ^ And Gcd thaU wipe away aU Uars from 
•f-^O. their tyts.** 

Lamb of God's fold 1 ' t is well with thee 1 
Thy sufferings all are ended now ; 
His hand from every pain set free 
The burdened breast and weary brow. 

The fluttering heart is laid to rest 
On God's great heart for evermore ; 
The wounded bird hath reached its nest, 
The sea is past, the storm is o'er. 

Charles T- Brooks. 



Psalmodia Nova, 163a 
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ROMNEY. L.M. 
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Sir Joseph Barnby. 
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459^ 

How blest the righteous when he dies I 
When sinks a weary soul to rest I 
How mildly beam the closing eyes ! 
How gently heaves the expiring breast ! 

So £aides a summer cloud away ; 

So sinks the gale when storms are o'er ; 

So gently shuts the eye of day ; 

So dies a wave along the shore. 

A holy quiet reigns around, — 
A calm which life nor death destroys ; 
And nought disturbs that peace profound 
Which his unfettered soul enjoys. 

Life's duty done, as sinks the clay, 
Light from its load the spirit flies, 
While heaven and earth combine to say, 
" How blest the righteous when he dies ! " 

Anna LaetitU Barbaold. t 
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*< God himself shall hgwiik ihsm, andbs 
their GiKir 



God giveth quietness at last ! 
The common way once more is passed 
From pleading tears and lingerings fond 
To fuller life and love beyond. 

Fold the rapt soul to your embrace, 
Dear ones familiar with the place I 
While to the gentle greetings there 
We lift the silence of a prayer. 



What to shut eyes hath God revealed? 
What hear the ears that death has sealed? 
What undreamed beauty passing show 
Requites the loss of all we know ? 

O Silent Land to which we move 1 
Enough, if there alone be love, 
And mortal need can ne'er outgrow 
What it is waiting to bestow I 

John G. Whittier. T 
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'^HtisnMa God 0/ the dead, but of the 
living: for all live mnio him,** 



They who are lost to earthly eyes 
Have but flung off their mortal clay, 
And, clothed in robes of heavenly dyes. 
Attend us on our lowly way. 

And oft their spirits breathe in ours 
The hope and strength and love of theirs, 
Which bloom as bloom the early flowers 
In breath of summer's viewless airs. 

And silent aspirations start, 
In promptings of their purer thought, 
Which gently lead the troubled heart 
To joys not even hope had wrought. 

Let living faith serenely pour 
Her sunlight on our pathway dim. 
And death can have no terrors more ; 
But holy joy shall walk with him. 

George S- Burletsh, 
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Sir John Stainer. 
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*'H€isn^tkt God of the tUad, huto/ih* living. " 



God of the living, in whose eyes 
Unveiled thy whole creation lies ! 
All souls are thine ; we must not say 
That those are dead who pass away ; 
From this our world of flesh set free, 
We know them living unto thee. 

Released from earthly toil and strife, 

With thee is hidden still their life ; 

Thine are their thoughts, their works, their 

powers, 
All thine, and yet most truly ours ; 
For well we know, where'er they be. 
Our dead are living unto thee. 



Not spilt like water on the ground. 
Not wrapped in dreamless sleep profound, 
Not wandering in unknown despair 
Beyond thy voice, thine arm, thy care ; 
Not left to lie like fallen tree \ 
Not dead, but living unto thee. 



O Breather into man of breath, 
O Holder of the keys of death, 
O Quickener of the life within, 
Save us from death, the death of sin ; 
That body, soul, and spirit be 
Forever living unto thee I Amen. 

John EllerUm. 1M7. 
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REQUIEM. 4-6: 4-6:4-6:4.6 
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Sir Joseph Barnby. 
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TJktrf remaintth tktrtfort a rest U ike /rigMr ^ G^d. * 

Rest, spirit, rest, 
Free from care and sorrow; 

Upon God's breast. 
Through th' eternal morrow. 

Rest, sweetly rest. 
Death no more shall sever; 

No more distressed. 
All is well forever. 

Rest, spirit free. 
In green pastures feeding. 

With all the flock, 
The good Shepherd leading. 

The souls are blest 
In that home abiding; 

In him they rest. 
In his love confiding. 

Life's night is past. 
All its care and sadness; 

Brightly at last 
Dawns the day of gladness. 

God's blessed voice 
Comforts those now weepings 

Bidding rejoice, — 
AU are in his keeping. 

Edwud A. DtymtB tod A. G. R.f 
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From BurgmUller. 
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"A ttd the ciiy had no need ^ tht snn, neither 
« of the moen to shine on it; for the gtory of 
the Lord did lighten it." 



O MOTHER dear, Jerusalem 1 

When shall \ come to thee? 
When shall my sorrows have an end ? 

Thy joys when shall I see ? 

• 

O happy harbor of God's saints ! 

O sweet and pleasant soil I 
In thee no sorrow can be found. 

Nor grief, nor care, nor toil. 

No murky cloud o'ershadows thee, 
Nor gloom, nor darksome night ; 

But every soul shines as the sun ; 
For God himself gives light. 

O my sweet home, Jerusalem I 

Thy joys when shall I see ? 
The King that sitteth on thy throne 

In his felicity? 

Thy gardens and thy goodly walks 

Continually are green. 
Where grow such sweet and pleasant flowers 

As nowhere else are seen. 

O mother dear, Jerusalem ! 

When shall I come to thee? 
When shall my sorrows have an end ? 

Thy joys when shall I see? 

Daniel Dickson, t 
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The Promised Land, 



There is a land of pure delight. 
Where saints immortal reign ; 

Infinite day excludes the night. 
And pleasures banish pain. 

There everlasting spring abides. 

And never-withering flowers : 
Death, like a narrow sea, divides 

This heavenly land from ours. 

Sweet fields, beyond the swelling flood 
Stand dressed in living green ; 

So to the Jews old Canaan stood, 
While Jordan rolled between. 

But timorous mortals start and shrink 

To cross this narrow sea ; 
And linger, shivering on the brink, 

And fear to launch away. 

Oh, could we make our doubts remove. 
Those gloomy doubts that rise, 

And see the Canaan, that we love, 
With unbeclouded eyes ; 

Could we but climb where Moses stood. 
And view the landscape o'er, — 

Not Jordan's stream, nor death's cold flood, 
Should fright us from the shore. 

Isaac Watta. 170^ 
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MATERNA. CM. Double. 



S. A. Ward. 





[irififirriiin; 




^^ 




ms4^^^^^ 



,^JJ l J:J J i&.N M 



M 



■^ 



^ 



t/p i f^f f i i i'irudJuj 



A - Msy. 



m 



466. 



<• 



/r# M«/ dteiA tkt wOl ^ God ahidtihfortmr: 



It singeth low in every heart, 

We hear it each and all, — 
A song of those who answer not, 

However we may call ; 
They throng the silence of the breast, 

We see them as of yore, — 
The kind, the brave, the true, the sweet, 

Who walk with us no more. 



Tis hard to take the burden up, 

When these have laid it down ; 
They brightened all the joy of life. 

They softened every frown ; 
But, oh ! 't is good to think of them. 

When we are troubled sore ; 
Thanks be to God that such have been, 

Though they are here no more ! 



More homelike seems the vast unknown. 

Since they have entered there ; 
To follow them were not so hard. 

Wherever they may fare ; 
They cannot be where God is not. 

On any sea or shore ; 
Whatever betides, thy love abides. 

Our God, forevermore. Amen. 



John W. Chadwick. 
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Old Tune. 
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^Q*T, •« In my Failures homu art many mansiantV 

I CANNOT think of them as dead 
Who walk with me no more ; 

Along the path of life I tread 
They have but gone before. 

The Father's house is mansioned fair 

Beyond my vision dim ; 
All souls are his, and here or there 

Are living unto him. 

And still their silent ministry 

Within my heart hath place 
As when on earth they walked with me 

And met me face to face. 

Their lives are made forever mine ; 

What they to me have been 
Hath left henceforth its seal and sign 

Engraven deep within. 

Mine are they by an ownership 
Nor time nor death can free ; 

For God hath given to Love to keep 
Its own eternally. 

Frederick L. Hotmer. 

** St§img wt art c^m^asud aSaut with so grtat 
a elomd o/witiuuts. " 
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The dead are like the stars by day, 
Withdrawn from mortal eye, 

Yet holding unperceived their way 
Through the unclouded sky. 



By them, through holy hope and love, 

We feel, in hours serene. 
Connected with a world above. 

Immortal and unseen. 

For death his sacred seal hath set 
On bright and by-gone hours ; 

And they we mourn are with us yet, 
Are more than ever ours ; — 

Ours, by the pledge of love and faith, 
By hopes of heaven on high ; 

By trust, triumphant over death. 
In immortality. 
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Bernard Esrtao. 

Mtti U ht partakers ^tht inker itanet ej 
the saimis m lights* 



The glorious universe around, 
The heavens with all their train. 

Sun, moon, and stars, are firmly bound 
In one mysterious chain. 

In one fraternal bond of love, 

One fellowship of mind, 
The saints below and saints above 

Their bliss and glory find. 

Here, in their house of pilgrimage. 

Thy statutes are their song ; 
There, through one bright, eternal age. 

Thy praises they prolong. Amen. 

JanM MontgooMry 
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ALL SAINTS. (CUTLER.) CM. Double. 



Henry S. Cutler. 
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" Partakers o/the inheritana o/the samis im 
h^ktr 



Come, let us join our friends above 

That have obtained the prize, 
And on the eagle wings of love 

To joy celestial rise. 
Let all the saints terrestrial sing 

With those to glory gone : 
For all the servants of our King 

In earth and heaven are one. 

One family, we dwell in him, 

One Church, above, beneath. 
Though now divided by the stream, 

The narrow stream of death. 
One army of the living God, 

To his command we bow : 
Part of his host hath crossed the flood, 

And part is crossing now. 

His militant, embodied host. 
With wishful looks we stand, 

And long to see that happy coast. 
And reach that heavenly land. 



471 



Oh, that we now might grasp our Guide ! 

Oh, that the word were given ! 
Come, Lord of hosts, the waves divide, 

And land us all in heaven. Amen. 

Charles Wesley. 

" Sorrow moi, oven at otkort which haoo no 
ho^V 

We would not dare their bliss to mourn 

Who in the Lord have died, — 
To wail, as over souls forlorn, 

O'er spirits glorified. 
Lord ! they have parted in thy fear : 

Lord 1 they abide in thee ; 
Lord I grant us grace, their followers here, 

Their fellows there to be. 

To thee our thanks melodious soar 

For every work they wrought ; 
Thee, thee most sweetly we adore 

For all the joy they brought. 
Their heavenly glory makes us bright ; 

Their cheer our cheer doth move ; 
We take a dear divine delight 

In their foil bliss above. Amen. 

ThoiBM K. cm. 
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H. S. Irons. 
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** Of whom tkt wkoUfamSy in kemvtn tmd 
earth is Mcumed,^"* 



Thus heaven is gathering one by one^ 

In its capacious breast, 
All that is pure and permanent. 

And beautiful and blest ; 

The family is scattered yet. 
Though of one home and heart; 

Part militant in earthly gloom. 
In heavenly glory part 

But who can speak the rapture, when 

The circle is complete, 
And all the children sundered now 

Around one Father meet? 

One fold, one Shepherd, one employ, 

One everlasting home : 
Our Father's house, from whose dear rest 

No wanderer e'er shall roam. 

E. H. Bickcrsteth. t 



473 



" Tk» things which mre Htn an ttmporaiy bnt the 
• things which art net seen are eternal,** 



There is a state unknown, unseen, 
Where parted souls must be ; 

And but a step doth lie between 
That world of souls and me. 



I see no light, I hear no sound. 
When midnight shades are spread; 

Yet angels pitch their tents around, 
And guard my quiet bed. 

The things unseen, O God I reveal ; 

My spirit's vision clear, 
Till I shall feel and see and know 

The heavenly world is near. 

Impart the faith that soars on high, 

Beyond this earthly strife ; 
That holds sweet converse with the sky, 

And lives eternal life. Amen. 

JohD Taylor. (?| 
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" Tarn persuaded that neither death ner li/a 
shatl separate usjrem the teve e/GcdJ" 



I KNOW not what the future hath 

Of marvel or surprise. 
Assured alone that life and death 

His mercy underlies. 

And if my heart and flesh are weak 
To bear an untried pain, 

The hniis^d reed he wiD not break, 
But strengthen and sustain. 



THE LIFE EVERLASTING. 
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ST. STEPHEN'S. CM. 



W. JOMSS. 
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No offering of my own T have, 
Nor works my faith to prove : 

I can but give the gifts he gave, 
And plead his love for love. 

And so beside the silent sea 

I wait the muffled oar : 
No harm from him can come to me 

On ocean or on shore. 

I know not where his islands lift 
Theu: fronded palms in air; 

I only know I cannot drift 
Beyond his love and care. 

John G. Whittier. 
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The Cp mtm mion qf Saints, 

The saints on earth, and those above. 
But one communion make : 

Joined to their Lord in bonds of love, 
All of his grace partake. 

One family, we dwell in him ; 

One Church above, beneath ; 
Though now divided by the stream, — 

The narrow stream of death. 

One army of the living God, 

To his command we bow : 
Fftrt of the host have crossed the flood. 

And part are crossing now. 



O God 1 be thou our constant guide : 
Then, when the word is given, 

Bid death's cold flood its waves divide. 
And land us safe in heaven. 

Charles Wealej.t 
^•70, "Aaiiw in kimV 

Lord I if our dwelling-place thou art. 
With all thine own we dwell ; 

Oh, never may the faithful part 
Who love the Lord full well. 

Death has no bidding to divide 
The souls that dwell in thee : 

Yes, all who in the Lord abide 
Are of one family. 

They mingle still their songs, their prayer^ 

Thy people, Lord, are one, 
Thy people in the vale of tears. 

Thy people near the throne. 

The souls most precious to us here 
May from this home have fied ; 

But still we make one household dear; 
One Lord is still our head. 

Midst cherubim and seraphim 
They mind their Lord's affairs ; 

Oh ! if we bring our work to him, 
Our work is one with theirs. 

Thomu H. OflLf 
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A^^m " 7*Ar s^rUikalirttmm umU God wlU gave «.** 

Calm on the bosom of thy God, 

Young spirit, rest thee now : 
E'en while with us thy footstep trod, 

His seal was on thy brow. 

Dust, to its narrow house beneath ; 

Soul, to its home on high : 
They that have seen thy look in death 

No more may fear to die. 

Lone are the paths, and sad the hours, 
Since thy dear form is gone ; 

But oh I a brighter home than ours, 
In heaven, is now thine own. 

Felida D. Hemuu. iSib. 
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" Tkg hopt which tnttrtth inU thai wUkim 
ihtvUr 



They passed away from sight and hand, 

A slow, successive train : 
To memory's heart, a gathered band. 

Our lost ones come again. 

Dear thoughts that once our union made. 

Death does not disallow : 
We prayed for them while here they stayed. 

And what shall hinder now? 

Our Father, give them perfect day, 

And portions with the blest ; 
Oh, pity, if they went astray, 

And pardon for the best I 



As they may need, still deign to bring 

The helping of thy grace, 
The shadow of thy guardian wing. 

Or shining of thy face. 

For all their sorrows here below 
Be boundless joy and peace ; 

For all their love, a heavenly glow 
That nevermore shall cease. 



O Lord of souls ! when ours shall part, 

To try the farther birth, 
Let faith go journeying with the heart 

To those we loved on earth. Amen. 

Nathaniel L. Frothinghanii 
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'* Stti$tf thai mn also art companed aiaid with 
so great a cloud o/witnfttsts^* 



Another hand is beckoning us. 

Another call is given ; 
And glows once more with angel-steps 

The path which reaches heaven. 

Alone unto our Father's will 
One thought hath reconciled ; 

That he whose love exceedeth ours 
Hath taken home his child. 



THE LIFE EVERLASTING. 
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BEATITUDO. CM. 




w.ytlfrfip. n i_f^ \ r i fff 



^m 



p 



iht^'i: I ji i 




Fold her, O Father ! in thine arms, 

And let her henceforth be 
A messenger of love between 

Our human hearts and thee. 

Still let her mild rebuking stand 

Between us and the wrong, 
And her dear memory serve to make 

Our faith in goodness strong. Amen. 

John G. Whittiar. 
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TAe Ntvf Heaven. 



Let whosoever will, inquire 

Of spirit or of seer. 
To shape unto the heart's desire 

The new life's vision clear. 

My God, I rather look to thee 
Than to these fancies fond. 

And wait, till thou reveal to me 
That fair and far Beyond. 

Oh, joy \ to hear with sense new-bom 
The angels' greeting strains. 

And sweet to see the first fair mom 
Gild the celestial plains. 



But sweeter &r to trust in thee 

While all is yet unknown, 
And through the death-dark cheerilf 

To walk with thee alone. 

In thee my powers, my treasures Kve^ 
To thee my life must tend ; 

Giving thyself, thou all dost give, 
O soul-sufficing friend I 

And wherefore should I seek above 

Thy city in the sky, 
Since firm in faith and deep in love 

Its broad foundations lie, — 

Since in a life of peace and prayer. 
Nor known on earth, nor praised, 

By humblest toil, by ceaseless care. 
Its holy towers are raised? 

Where pain the soul hath purified, 
And penitence hath shriven. 

And truth is crowned and glorified. 
There — only there — is heaven. 

XlkaScoddcb 
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^PmrUiktrt ^Uu it 

in light** 



^ikatmimit 



For all thy saints, O Lord, 
Who strove in thee to live. 
Who followed thee, obeyed, adored. 
Our grateful hymn receive. 

For all thy saints, O Lord, 
Accept our thankful cry. 
Who counted thee their great reward, 
And strove in thee to die. 

They all in life and death. 
With thee, their Lord, in view. 
Learned from thy Holy Spirit's breath 
To suffer and to do. 

Thy mystic members, fit 
To join thy saints above. 
In one communion ever knit. 
And fellowship of love. 

For this, thy name we bless. 
And humbly beg that we 
May follow them in holiness, 
And live and die in thee. Amen. 

Richard Mantt 



£L02» £iot tJUg light," 

O Shrtt, freed from earth. 
Rejoice, thy work is done I 
The weary world 's beneath thy feet, 
Thou brighter tlian the sun 1 

Arise, put on the robes 
That the redeemed win : 
Now sorrow hath no part in thee, 
Thou sanctified within I 

Awake, and breathe the air 
Of the celestial clime : 
Awake to love which knows no change, 
Thou who hast done with time 1 

Awake, lift up thine eyes I 
See, all heaven's host appears 1 
And be thou glad exceedingly. 
Thou who hast done with tears 1 

Ascend I thou art not now 
With those of mortal birth : 
The living God hath touched thy lips, 
Thou who hast done with earth ! 

Mary Howitt. 18)4. 1 
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" TJUn skaO tnr hefonver with tJka Lord,*^ 



*' Forever with the Lord ! " 
Amen ; so let it be ; 
Life from the dead is in that word, 
T is immortality. 

Here in the body pent, 
Absent from him I roam, 
Yet nightly pitch my moving tent 
A day's march nearer home. 

My Father's house on high 1 
Home of my soul, how near 
At times to faith's foreseeing eye 
Thy golden gates appear 1 

Yet clouds will intervene. 
And all my prospect flies ; 
Like Noah's dove, I flit between 
Rough seas and stormy skies. 

Anon the clouds depart, 
The winds and waters cease, 
While sweetly o'er my gladdened heart 
Expands the bow of peace. 

Beneath its glowing arch. 
Along the hallowed ground, 
I see cherubic armies march, 
A camp of fire around. 
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^ **H0ldth4m me »/, mnd I skaH siandV 

I HEAR at mom and even. 
At noon and midnight hour, 
Tlie choral harmonies of heaven 
Earth's Babel-tongues o'erpower. 

Then, then I feel that he 
(Remembered or forgot). 
The Lord, is never far from me, 
Though I perceive him not. 

All that I am, have been. 
All that I yet may be. 
He sees at once, as he hath seen, 
And shall forever see. 

" Forever with the Lord I " 
Father, if 't is thy will, 
The promise of that faithful word* 
Even here to me fulfil. 

Be thou at my right hand. 
Then can I never fail ; 
Uphold thou me, and I shall stand. 
Fight, and I must prevail 

So when my latest breath 
Shall rend the veil in twain, 
By death I shall escape from death, 
And life eternal gain. 



2S6 OCCASIONAL. 

ST. SYLVESTER. 8.718.7. 



Rev. J. B. DYKX& 
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*' Sp Umek ma U mtmber our dmjt tAai Wi mtay apffy our keartt mmto wUdomt^^ 



As a shadow life is fleeting ; 

As a vapor so it flies ; 
For the by-gone years retreating. 

Pardon grant, and make us wise — 

Wise that we our days may number. 
Strive and. wrestle with our sin, 

8.8 : 8.9 l/or the last verse). 



Stay not in our work, nor slumber. 
Till thy holy rest we win. 

Grant us grace, that whatsoever 
May befall us, we may be 

Ready for thy solemn summons, 
And in joy to answer thee. 
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Oh, by thy power grant, Lord, that we 
In our last hour still trust in thee ; 
Blessed with thy love, thine may we be 
AH through the days of eternity. 



Edward CuwdL t 
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Rev. J. B. Dykes. 
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" Z«/ m im/ i!rav m iMn/, neiiktr m tomgite, hU im tUtdattd i« iirKtl.** 



O PERFECT Love, all human thought transcending. 
Lowly we kneel in prayer before thy throne. 

That theirs may be the love which knows no ending. 
Whom thou for evermore dost join in one. 

O perfect Life, be thou their full assurance 

Of tender charity and steadfast faith. 
Of patient hope, and quiet, brave endurance. 

With childlike trust that fears nor pain nor death. 

• 
Grant them the joy which brightens earthly sorrow; 

Grant them the peace which calms all earthly strife; 
And to life's day the glorious unknown morrow 

That dawns upon eternal love and life. Amen. 

DgraCby F. BlomfieM. 
17 
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OCCASIONAL. 



BENEVENTO. 7. Doable. 



S. Wkbbb. 




While, with ceaseless course, the sun 
Hasted through the former year, 
Many souls their race have run. 
Never more to meet us here. 
Raised to an eternal state, 
They have done with all below : 
We a littie longer wait ; 
But how little, none can know. 

As the winged arrow flies 
Speedily the mark to find ; 
As the lightning from the skies 
Darts, and leaves no trace behind, — 
S>¥iftly thus our fleeting days 
Bear us down life's rapid stream : 
Upward, Lord, our spirits raise ; 
All below is but a dream. 

Thanks for mercies past receive, 
Pardon of our sins renew ; 
Teach us henceforth how to live 
With eternity in view. 
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Bless thy word to young and old ; 
Fill us with a Father's love ; 
And, when life's short tale is told. 
May we dwell with thee above I Amen. 

John Newton. 1779. 1 
*' fTg «mS7 walk m kitpatka}* 

Sunlight of the heavenly day. 
Mighty to revive and cheer 1 
Bless our yet untrodden way ; 
Lead us through the entered year. 
Where the shades of death we see, 
Let thy living brightness be : 
Let it speed our lingering feet ; 
Let it shine on all we meet. 

Open thou beneath our tread 
Springs the distance could not show; 
From the holy fountain-head 
Let them rise where'er we go : 
Rather, give us eyes to see, — 
Love, awake to love in thee, — 
Hearts that, trusting in thy care. 
Find its traces everywhere. 

Ann L Warii^ 



THANKSGIVING, 
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ST. GEORGE'S. (Windsor.) 7. Double. 



Sfar G. J. Elvit. 
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CoBiEy ye thankful people, come. 
Raise the song of Harvest-home : 
AU Is safely gathered in 
Ere the winter storms begin: 
God, our Maker, doth provide 
For our wants to be supplied; 
Come to God's own temple, come. 
Raise the song of Harvest-home. 

All the world is God's own field, 
Fruit unto his praise to yield; 
Wheat and tares together sown, 
Unto joy or sorrow grown : 
First the blade, and then the ear, 
Then the full com shall appear: 
Lord of harvest, grant that we 
Wholesome grain and pure may be. 



tt 



Amen. 

ilMlffy AjaOldt 
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OCCASIONAL. 



COMMONWEALTH. 7.6.76:8^^.5. 



JostAH Booth. 
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When wilt thou save the people ? 

O God of mercy, when ? 
Not kings and lords^ but nations ! 
Not crowns and thrones, but men 1 
Flowers of thy heart, O God, are they ; 
Let them not pass like weeds away, 
Their heritage a sunless day ! 
God I save the people ! 

Shall crime bring crime for ever. 
Strength aiding still the strong? 

Is it thy will, O Father, 
That man should toil for wrong? 



" O G0dt save thy ptofU?* 



" No ! " say thy mountains ; " No ! ** thy skies ; 
" Man's clouded sun shall brightly rise. 
And songs be heard instead of sighs." 
God I save the people I 

When wilt thou save the people? 

O God of mercy, when ? 
The people. Lord, the people 1 
Not crowns and thrones, but men ! 
God 1 save the people ! thine they are, 
Thy children, as the angels fair ; 
Save them from bondage and despair I 
^d ! save the people ! Amen. 

Ebeoexer Elliott. 
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AMERICA. 6.64 : 6.6.6.4. 
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A,Q I • NaiumalHymn, 

My country, 'tis of thee, 
Sweet land of liberty, — 

Of thee I sing ; 
Land where my fathers died. 
Land of the pilgrims' pride. 
From every mountain side 

Let freedom ring ! 

My native country, thee,— 
Land of the noble, free, — 

Thy name I love : 
I love thy rocks and rills, 
Thy woods and templed hills; 
My heart with rapture thrills 

Like that above. 

Our fathers' God, to thee. 
Author of liberty, — 
To thee we sing : 
Long may our land be bright 
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With freedom's holy light ; 
Protect us by thy might. 

Great God, our King. Amen. 

Samuel F. Smilh. 
Our Coumtty, 

God bless our native land ! 
Firm may she ever stand 

Through storm and night I 
When the wild tempests rave, 
Ruler of wind and wave. 
Do thou our country save, 

By thy great might I 

For her our prayer shall rise 
To God, above the skies \ 

On him we wait : 
Thou who art ever nigh, 
Guarding with watchful eye, 
To thee aloud we cry, 

God save the State ! Abien. 

C T. Brooks and J. S. Dwight. 
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MISSIONARY HYMN. jj6. Do«Ue. 



lOWILL MASIHt. 
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'* God it mr Strtmgth mnd tny Sahmiim*^ 



God is my strong salvation : 

What foe have I to fear? 
In darkness and temptation. 

My light, my help, is near. 
Though hosts encamp around me, 

Firm to the fight I stand : 
What terror can confound me 

With God at my right hand? 

Place on the Lord reliance. 

My soul, with courage wait : 
His truth be thine affiance, 

When faint and desolate. 
His might thy heart shall strengthen. 

His love thy joy increase, 
Mercy thy days shall lengthen, 

The Lord will give thee peace. 

JuMs MoDtgooMiy. i8aa. 

Another year is dawning I 

Dear Father, let it be 
In working or in waiting 

Another year with thee I 



Another year of leaning 

Upon thy loving breast, 
Of ever-deepening trustfulness, 

Of quiet, happy rest 

Another year of mercies. 

Of faithfulness and grace ; 
Another year of gladness 

In the shining of thy face. 
Another year of progress, 

Another year of praise. 
Another year of proving 

Thy presence " all the days." 

Another year of service. 

Of witness for thy love ; 
Another year of training 

For holier work above. 
Another year is dawning I 

Dear Father, let it be 
On earth, or else in heaven. 

Another year for thee. Amek. 

Fnncet Ridley HaTetpJ. 
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AURBLIA. 7.6. Double. 



Sabivbl Sebastian Wsslet. 
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*' Bittud S* HU Lord God 0/ mtr'fatkin,^^ 



II 



" O Beauteful, my Country 1 

Be thine a nobler care 
Than all thy wealth of commerce. 

Thy harvests waving &ir : 
Be it thy pride to lift up 

The manhood of the poor ; 
Be thou to the oppressed 

Fair Freedom's open door ! 



For thee our fathers suffered ; 

For thee they toiled and prayed ; 
Upon thy holy altar 

Their willing lives they kid. 
Thou hast no common birthright, 

Grand memories on thee shine ; 
The blood of pilgrim nations 

Commingled flows in thine. 



O Beautiful, our Country ! 

Round thee in love we draw ; 
Thine is the grace of Freedom, 

The majesty of Law. 
Be Righteousness thy sceptre. 

Justice thy diadem ; 
And on thy shining forehead 

Be Peace the crowning gem ! 



FicderidcL.H 
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OCCASIONAL. 



WINCHESTER, NEW. (Crasselius.) L.M. 

Hamburger Musikalisckes Handbuch. 1690. 




At he ^akt t^ ^ttr/tUktrt. 



Eternal One, thou living God, 
Whom changing years unchanged reveal. 
With thee their way our fathers trod ; 
The hand they held, in ours we feel 1 

The same our trust, the same our need, 
In sorrow's stress, in duty's hour ; 
We keep their faith, if not their creed. 
That faith the fount of all our power 1 

We bless thee for the growing light, 
The advancing thought, the widening view. 
The larger freedom, clearer sight, 
Which from the old unfolds the new. 

With wider view, come loftier goal ! 
With fuller light, more good to see 1 
With freedom, truer self-control. 
With knowledge, deeper reverence be 1 

Anew we pledge ourselves to thee. 
To follow where thy truth shall lead. 
That truth alone can make us free ; 
Who goes with God is safe indeed ! 

Samuel Longfellow. 



^ IVhatuyeurltftf it is tvtn at a shadewt 
thai vamitketk €nuay** 
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Like shadows gliding o'er the plain. 
Or clouds that roll successive on, 
Man's busy generations pass. 
And while we gaze their forms are gone. 



O Father, in whose mighty hand 
The boundless years and ages lie ! 
Teach us thy boon of life to prize, 
And use the moments as they fly ; 

To crowd the narrow span of life 
With wise designs and virtuous deeds : 
So shall we wake from death's dark night. 
To share the glory that succeeds. 

John Taylor. 
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Ckmxh Amnivtrtary, 



O THOU, whose liberal sun and rain 
Come not upon the earth in vain. 
Now let thy quickening word come down. 
The worship of this hour to crown. 

Oh, hear this church renew its vow. 
Its solemn consecration now. 
To work with heart, and soul, and might. 
For Tnith and Freedom, Love and Right ; 



To listen with a willing faith 
To whatsoe'er the Spirit saith. 
And year by year to be more true 
To him who maketh all things new. 

Sanrad Longfellt 



FOREFATHERS' DAY, ETC. 



TRURO. L.M. 
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Charles Buimxt. 




O God, beneath thy guiding hand 
Our exiled fathers crossed the sea ; 
And when they trod the wintry strand, 
With prayer and psalm they worshipped thee. 

Thou heard'st, well pleased^ the song^ the 

prayer ; 
Thy blessing came, and still its power 
Shall onward through all ages bear 
The memory of that holy hour. 

Laws, freedom, truth, and faith in God 
Came with those exiles o'er the waves ; 
And where their pilgrim feet have trod. 
The God they trusted guards their graves. 

And here thy name, O God of love, 
Their children's children shall adore. 
Till these eternal hills remove, 
And spring adorns the earth no more. 



Leonard Bacon. 
^ *^ Th»u cr«wmtt tJu yHur with thy goodtutt.** 
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O Thou, whose perfect goodness crowns 
With peace and joy this sacred day, 
Our hearts are glad for all the years 
Thy love has kept us in thy way. 

For common tasks of help and cheer. 
For quiet hours of thought and prayer. 
For moments when we seemed to feel 
The breath of a diviner air ; 



For mutual love and trust that keep 
Unchanged through all the changing time ; 
For friends within the veil who thrill 
Our spirits with a hope sublime : — 

For this, and more than words can say. 
We praise and bless thy holy name. 
Come life or death, enough to know 
That thou art evermore the same 1 

John White Chadwtck. 

I^/^T **Praut thg Lerdy firt and kail; tnew and 
O * vap^rt ; stormy wind/n/fiUin£ hi* word,** 

'T IS winter now : the fallen snow 
Has left the heavens all coldly clear ; 
Through leafless boughs the sharp winds blow, 
And all the earth lies dead and drear. 

And yet God's love is not withdrawn : 
His life within the keen air breathes. 
His beauty paints the crimson dawn, 
And clothes the boughs with glittering wreathsi 

And though abroad the sharp winds blow. 
And skies are chill, and frosts are keen. 
Home closer draws her circle now. 
And warmer glows her light within. 

O God, who giv'st the winter's cold. 
As well as summer's joyous rays. 
Us warmly in thy love enfold. 
And keep us through life's wintry days. 

Amen. 

Saanel LongfeUoiib 
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** Kr Mkail Uaeh ikim jfaur dkOify-gn,^ 

Give ear, ye children; to my law 

Devout attention lend; 
Let the instructions of my mouth 

Deep in your hearts descend. 

My tongue^ by inspiration taught. 

Shall parables unfold; 
Dark oracles, but understood, 

And own'd for truths of old : 

Which we from sacred registers 

Of ancient tiroes have known ; 
And our forefathers' pious care 

To us has handed down. 

Let children learn the mighty deeds 

Which God perform'd of old ; 
Which, in our younger years, we saw, 

And which our fathers told. 

Our lips shall tell them to our sons^ 

And they again to theirs; 
That generations yet unborn 

May teach them to their heirs. 

Tate and Brady» Wattiy and Belknap. 
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Bbrthold Touss. 
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^A ghrUut Ckurdk,** 



Oh, where are kings and empires now. 

Of old that went and came? 
But holy Church is praying yet, 

A thousand years the same I 

Mark ye her holy battlements. 

And her foundations strong ; 
And hear within her solemn voice, 

And her unending song ! 

For, not like kingdoms of the world 

The holy Church of God ! 
Though earthquake-shocks are rocking her. 

And tempest is abroad ; 

Unshaken as eternal hills, 

Unmovable she stands, — 
A mountain that shall fill the earth, 

A fane not built by hands. 

Artbnr C. Con. 
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" B€kaU, tkt/UUt art wkUt,^ 



Oh, still in accents sweet and strong 
Sounds forth the ancient word, — 

" More reapers for white harvest fields. 
More laborers for the Lord.*' 

We hear the call ; in dreams no more 

In selfish ease we lie. 
But girded for our Father's work. 

Go forth beneath his sky. 



Where prophets^ word, and martyrs' blood, 
And prayers of saints were sown. 

We, to their labors entering in. 
Would reap where they have strown* 

O thou whose call our hearts has stirred I 

To do thy will we come ; 
Thrust in our sickles at thy word. 

And bear our harvest home. 

Samuel Longfellow. 
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Ifg hringtik Oe wind eta tifkit irtmttiriu* 



Great Ruler of all nature's frame. 

We own thy power divine ; 
We hear thy breath in every storm. 

For all the winds are thine. 

Wide as they sweep their sounding way. 
They work thy sovereign will. 

And, awed by thy majestic voice. 
Confusion shall be still. 

Thy mercy tempers every blast 

To them that seek thy face, 
And mingles with the tempest's roar 

The whispers of thy grace. 

Those gentle whispers let me hear 

Till all the tumult cease ; 
And gales of paradise shall lull 

My weary soul to peace. 

PhQip Doddr{4|«. 
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•^V*/ /fe good fight ^faUk,"^ 

March on, march on, ye soldiers true, 

In the strength of the Lord confiding, 
For the field is set, and the hosts are met. 

And the Lord his own is guiding. 

We march to fight with the powers of night. 

That hold the world in sorrow; 
And the broken heart shall be healed of its smarts 

And arise to a joyful morrow. 

March on, etc. 

We fight against wrong, with the weapon strong 

Of the Love that all hate shall banish ; 
And the chains shall fall from the down-trodden thrall. 

As the thrones of the tyrant vanish. 

March on, etc. 

Long, long is the fight, but the God of light 

Is ever watching near us; 
And prayers that rise to the listening skies 

Like a song of hope shall cheer us. 

March on, march on, ye soldiers true. 

In the strength of the Lord confiding, 
For the field is' set, and the hosts are met. 

And the Lord his own is guiding. 

snaS. Affiiltai*if 
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** O (M f*^ ari my G0J: gmrfy witttttek 

• tkttr 



By cool Siloam's shady rill 

How sweet the lily grows ! 
How sweet the breath beneath the hill 

Of Sharon's dewy rose I 

Lo, such the child whose early feet 
The paths of peace have trod ; 

Whose secret heart, with influence sweet. 
Is upward drawn to God. 

thou, who givest us life and breath, 
We seek thy grace alone. 

In childhood, manhood, age, and death, 
To keep us still thine own. 

Reginald Htber.t 
Cq3^ ** Ordit myf0oUUpM fy thy Am.** 

Oh I not alone in saddest plight 

My Lord do I require ; 
Not only in the thickest fight 

And in the sevenfold fire : 

Not only for some task sublime 

Thy succor I implore ; 
Not only on some solemn time 

Thy Holy Spirit pour I 

Lord t for each daily task of mine 
I want thy quickening power, 

1 want thy smile away to shine 
The trouble of each hour. 



I want each joy from thee to spring. 
Each joy for thee more bright ; 

Each footstep of thine ordering. 
All light seen in thy light. 

Thomas H. GUL 
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^Undtr kit wiugt tka& tkou irmst,* 



Thrice happy souls, who, bom from heaven 

While yet they sojourn here, 
Thus all their days with God begin, 

And spend them in his fear 1 

'Midst hourly cares may love present 

Its incense to thy throne, 
And, while the world our hands employs^ 

Our hearts be thine alone. 

As sanctified to noblest ends, 

Be each refreshment sought ; 
And by each various providence 

Some wise instruction brought 

When to laborious duties called, 

Or by temptations tried, 
We '11 seek the shelter of tliy wings, 

And in thy strength confide. Abien. 

Philip Doddridga. 
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Henry Smart. 
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S/takf Lord^/or iky urvatU ktarttK^ 



" Speak, for thy servant heareth ; " 

Thus give us grace, O Lord, 
To listen and to answer 

Whene'er thy voice is heard : 
Whether we wait expectant 

Its sound to guide us home ; 
Or, all unsought, unwelcome. 

Its sudden warning come. 

Above the whirl of traffic. 

Above the stir of life. 
Amidst the songs of pleasure. 

And o'er the din of strife. 
May never cease within us 

Thy whispers soft and clear, 
Nor ready hearts, replying, 
" Speak, Lord, thy servants hear.'' Amen. 

Htnnr Alford. 



C J J •• Tk* ward is very nigh utUo thee.** 

Oh 1 let me feel thee near me — 

The world is ever near ; 
I see the sights that dazzle. 

The tempting sounds I hear; 
My foes are ever near me. 

Around me and within ; 
But, Father, draw thou nearer. 

And shield my soul from sin. 

Oh ! let me hear thee speaking 

In accents clear and still. 
Above the storms of passion. 

The murmurs of self-will. 
Oh ! speak to reassure me. 

To hasten or control : 
Oh ! speak and make me listen, 

Thou Guardian of my soul 1 Amen. 

John Emttl Bodt 
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NEW YEAR. 



MARY MAGDALENE. 7.5. Double. 



Rev. J. B. Dykes. 
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Ntw Ytm9^9 Hymn* 



Father, let me dedicate 

All this year to thee, 
In whatever worldly state 

Thou wilt have me be : 
Not from sorrow, pain, or car^ 

Freedom dare I claim ; 
This alone shall be my prayer, 
Glorify thy name." 



li 



Can a child presume to choose 

Where or how to live ? 
Can a Father's love refuse 

All the best to give? 
More thou givest every day 

Than the best can claim, 
Nor withholdest aught that may 

Glorify thy name. 



If in mercy thou wilt spare 

Joys that yet are mine ; 
If on life, serene and fair. 

Brighter rays may shine ; 
Let my glad heart, while it sings. 

Thee in all proclaim. 
And, whate'er the future brings, 

Glorify thy name. 



If thou callest to the cross, 

And its shadow come, 
Turning all my gain to loss, 

Shrouding heart and home. 
Let me think how thy dear Son 

To his glory came, 
And in deepest woe pray on, 

** Glorify thy name." Ambn. 

Laarenoe 
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COVENANT. 6.6^^ Double. 



Sir John Stainer. 
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*" Tkt Lord <^ p9act gim yen pMCi ahm^t by aU mHott, 
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With the sweet word of peace 
We bid our brethren go ; 
Peace, as a river to increase. 
And ceaseless flow. 
With the calm word of prayer 
We earnestly commend 
Our brethren to thy watchful care. 
Eternal Friend ! 



With the dear word of love 
We give our brief farewell : 
Our love below, and thine above, 
With them shall dwell. 
With the strong word of faith 
We stay ourselves on thee : 
That thou, O Lord, in life and death 
Their help shalt be. 
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Then the bright word of hope 
Shall on our parting gleam, 
And tell of joys beyond the scope 
Of earth-bom dream. 
Farewell I in hope, and love. 
In faith, and peace, and prayer; 
Till he whose home is ours above 
Unite us there i 

Gcorgs WitMXkt 
18 
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2. All the earth doth 
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Chalvey s. M. D Rev, L, G, Hayne ..••••. 255 
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Temple 8.4.8.4:8.8.8.4 . . Dr. E. J, Hopkins 87 

Thatcher S. m Arr. from G. F. Hdndel .... 204, 279 

The Blessed Home . . 6. d Sir J. Stainer 383 

The Homeland . . . 7.6. d Sir A . Sullivan 452 

Tours 7.6. D B. Tours 363 

Tristitia L. M. Six lines . . Sir J, Barnby 241 

Truro I- M Dr. C. Burncy 3i7i499 



INDEX OF TUNES. 291 

Nam*. Mtlrt. Compoatr or Souiob. Hymn 

UxBRiDGE L. M Dr. L, Moson 424 

*Ventnor 11.10:11.10 . • . SirJ.Barnby 82 

Vesper Hymn . • • • 8.7. d Russian Air 85 

Via Pads 6.6:6.6 SirJ.Barnby 236 

Vicaria ...... L. M J. R* Fairlamb ..•••.•. 167 

Vox Angelica .... 11.10:11.10:5.4:5.6 Rev. J, B. Dykes 445 

Vox Domini • ... 9.8:9.8 Dr, H, J. Cauntlett 447 

Ward l. m Dr. L. Mason 170 

Wareham, see All Saints (Warebam) . . . . W. Knapp 50 

Watchman 7. D Dr. L. Mason 160 

Webb 7.6. D G. jn Webb 258 

Wendell 8.7. D H.K. Oliver 20 

Wessex 8.6.8.6:8.8. . . . Dr. E. J, Hopkins 371 

Westminster ....cm James Turle 107 

Whitburn (Hesperus) . z^ m Henry Baker 53 

Whittier 8.6:8.8.6 .... F. C. Maker 220 

Winchester New (Crasselius) l. m Hamburger Musik. Handbuch^ 1690' . 496 

ZiON 8.7:8.7:4.7 . . . Dr. Hastings 35 



INDEX OF METRES. 



The asterisk (*) denotes that tbe tone has been named bjr the Editors ci ibh Hymnal. 



L.M. 

Hymn 

All Saints (Wareham) . 50 

Alstone 290 

Breslau 458 

Camden • . • • • • 64 

Canonbuiy 319 

Deventer 248 

Puke Street .... loi, 118 

*£dgemoor 59 

Erfurt 163 

Federal Street 418 

Festus 323 

Germany 431 

Hamburg 62 

Hebron 98, 245 

Hesperus, see Whitburn . . 53 

Humility 185 

Hursley 104, 428 

Keble 120 

Lauds 426 

litlington Tower .... 321 

Luther's Chant 56 

Mainzer 185 

Melcombe (Nazareth) . . 457 

Missionary Chant .... 143 

Mozart 145 

Old Hundred i 

Park Street 421 

Rivaulx 293 

Rockingham (English) . . 182 

*Romney 459 

St. Cross 414 

Samson 122 

Sefton 164 

Tallis's Canon 95 

Truro 3»7» 499 

Uxbridge 424 

Vicaria 167 

Ward 170 

Whitburn (Hesperus) . . 53 

Winchester New (Crasselius) 496 



L. M. D. 

Hymn 

Goss 180 

Rex Glorise 125 

L. M. Six lines. 

Credo 462 

Melita 240,367 

St. Matthias 370 

Tristitia 241 

C. M. 

Abbey 300 

Arlington 328 

Balerma 272 

Beatitudo 392, 480 

Bemerton 386 

Bristol 211 

Christmas 334 

*Coni8ton 134 

Coronation 302 

Coventry 467 

Dedham 70 

Dundee 197 

Elvet no 

Faith 477 

Farrant 390 

Geer 67 

Gerontius 388 

Gouda 503 

Gould 157 

Hummel 192 

*Ilkley 2CO 

Lambeth 326 

London New 74 

Manoah 298 

*Matlock 250 

Merton . • 434 

Mirfield 213 

Naomi 437 

Nativity 151 

Northampton no 



Hymn 

Nox Precessit 331 

Peterborough 296 

Redhead 174 

Rhine (Homeland) . . . 464 

St. Agnes 131, 177 

St. Ann's 127 

St. Marguerite . . . . 274 

St. Martin's 502 

St Peter 72 

St. Stephen's . . . i95» 475 

Siloam 507 

Southwell 472 

Spohr 233 

Sursum Corda 136 

Westminster 107 

C. M. D. 

All Saints (Cutler) . . 470 

Audite Audientes Me . . . 153 

Brattle Street 442 

Castle Rismg 155 

Deliverance 154 

Epiphany 129 

*Grantham 149 

Matema 466 

St. Elwyn 138 

St. Leonard in 

St. Matthew 440 

C. M. Six lines. 

All Hallows ..... 112 

St. Bede 374 

C. P. M. See 8.8.6:8.8.6. 

Habakkuk 285 

InnsbrUck 283 

S. M. 

BOYLSTON 202 

Day of Praise 276 

Dennis 394 



HyBn 

Laban . • j37 

Moccas 397 

Monk 280 

Momington .... 256,483 

Olmutz 343 

Olney 76 

•Ottery 397 

*Rathfamhain 76 

St. George 77 

St. Michael 203 

St Thomas 398 

Silver Street 347 

Swabia 481 

Thatcher 204, 279 

S. M. D. 

Chalvey 255 

Diademata . . . • 341, 400 

Olivet 346 

Steggall 339 

xi> M. 

Darwall 49 

Safe Home ...... 449 

St. Maura .....•• 140 

4.6:4.6. D. 

Requiem 463 

6.6:6.6. 

Dolomite Chant ... 384 

St. Caecilia 268 

Via Pacis 236 

6. D. 

Beulah 271 

The Blessed Home . • . 383 

6.6.6:6.6.6. 

Laudks Domini .... 46 

6.4:64:6.6.64. 

Bethany 226 

Nearer to Thee 226 

6.5:6.5. 

Meeeial 89 

6.5:6.5. D. 

DUMPEISS • 381 

Maj^ 379 
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Hymn 

St. Albans ...... 308 

St. Gertrude 309 

6.6.4:6.6.64. 

Ambeica 491 

Italian Hymn 47 

6.6.6.6:8.8. .S'^/H. M. 

6.6.8.4:6.6.84. 

Covenant 513 

6.7.6.7:6.6.6.6. 

*Heeemann 288 

Nun Danket 45 

6.10:6.10. 

Salem 227 

7- 

Adoeation 115 

Chatham (Seymour) . . . 234 

Ferrier 93 

Forgiveness 207 

HoUey 90 

Innocents 232 

Lttbeck 265 

Munus 41 

New Calabar 313 

Nuremberg 115 

Pleyel 40 

Posen (Strattner) .... 42 

Rest 188 

St. Bees 262 

Stuttgart 116 

7. D. 

Benevento 487 

Blumenthal 39 

Culford 37 

St George's (Windsor) . . 489 

Sorrento 191 

Spanish Hymn 315 

Watchman 160 

7. Six lines. 

Dix 32 

Gethsemane 366 

Keko 364 

7.5. D. 

Maey BCaodalene ... 512 
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7.7.5:7.7.5. 

Hymn 

Aemsteong 158 

7.6.7.6:7.7.7.6. 

Amsteedam 228 

7.6:7.6. 

Heidelbeeg 456 

St. Alphege 456 

7.6. D. 

AUEELIA XI3, 495 

*Blackbum 510 

Ellacombe 260 

Ewing 453 

Lux Mundi 362 

Missionary Hymn .... 493 

Moscow 181 

Passion Chorale .... 454 

St Anselm 114 

St Edith 209 

The Homeland 452 

Tours 363 

Webb 258 

7.6.7.6:6.7.7.6. 

•Baethold 311 

7.6:7.6:8.8. 

St. Anatolius 88 

7.6:8.6. D. 

Alfoed 451 

7.6.7.6:8.8.8.5. 

Commonwealth .... 490 

7.8:7.8:7.7. 

*Beandenbueg .... 354 

84:8.4:84. 

Caeeow 281 

84.8.4:8.8.8.4. 

Temple 87 

8.5:8.3. 

Geneva 312 

0.6.04* 

St. Cuthbeet 359 
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8.6^.6:6.6.6.6. 

Hjrmn 

Paradise 446 

8.6.8.6:7.6.8.6. 

St. Louis 159 

8.6.8.6:8.8. 

I Look to Thee • • • • 373 

Wessez 371 

8.6:8«8*6* 

Whittibr 320 

8.7A7. 

DoMiifUs Regit Me . . 360 

Rathbun 29 

Sicilian Mariners' Hymn • 36 

Stockwell 26 

' 8.7. D. 

Austria 358 

Autumn 306 

*Axminster 24 

Beecher 22 

Faben 16 

Greenville 18 

Mendelssohn 305 

St. Andrew's 355 

Vesper Hymn 85 

Wendell 20 

8.7.8.7:4.4:8.8. 

•Rodigast 409 

8.7.8.7:6.6.6:7. 

Ein' Festb Burg ... 287 

8.7.8.7:4.7. 

Regent Square • . . . 33 

Sicilian Mariners' Hjrmn . 36 

Zion 35 

8.73.7:7.7.77. 

HOMBURQ 142 
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8.7. Six lines. 

Hymn 

*Blsssed City .... 450 

8.7:8.7:8^.7. 
Dbcius 10 

8.7:8.7:8.8:8.9. 
St. Sylvester 485 

8.8.6:8.8.6. SeeCT.U. 

Habaxkur 285 

Innsbriick 283 

8.8.7:8.8.7. 
StabatMatrr 186 

0.0.0.4* 

Lux Sterna 410 

Palestrina 187, 444 

O.8.8.6. 
•Fairfax 412 

9^.9.8. 

Sacrament 417 

Vox Domini 44; 

9.8.9.8:8.6. 

*SCHEFFLER 239 

9.8:9.8:8.8. 

Nbumark 408 

laiciaia 

Bbthsaida 223 

EUers 83, 352 

Eventide 405 

*Farebam 406 

Langran 225 

Paz Dei 14 

Russian Hymn 12 

laia 
CatNA Domini 222 



la Three lines. 

Hymn 
Sarum (with Alldttia) . . 448 

la Six lines. 
Carmbl 221 

i(X4:ia4:io.ia 
Lux Benigna 231 

laiaiad 
Artavia 84 

iaio:ii.ii. 
Lyons 9 

11.10:11.6. 
*Burnley 443 

ii.io:ii.ia 

COMMENDATIO 402 

Dawn So 

*Newnham 216 

St. Ninian 162 

Strength and Stay .... 4S6 

•Ventnor 82 

11.10.11.10.9.11. 

Carmen Cceli 219 

Pilgrims 445 

Vox Angelica 445 

ii.ii:io.ia 
Stbrnbbbg 2S2 

11.11.11:5. 

Cloisters 7 

Integer Vitae 8 

ii.ii:ii.ii. 

FOLSOM 351 

Portuguese Hjrmn .... 350 

IrreguUu-, or P. M. 

March On 506 

Nicaea 4 
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Stain ER, Sir John, Mus. D. (b. 1840), 80, 383, 462, 
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Abide in me; o'ershadow by thy love 
Abide with me 1 fast falls the eventide 
Abide with me from mom till eve . 
A charge to keep I have .... 
'* A cloud received him out of sight " 
Again, as evening^s shadow falls 
Again the Lord of life and light . . 
A holy air is breathing round . . 
All as God wills ! who wisely heeds 
All ye nations, praise the Lord . . 
Amid the din of earthly strife . . 
Ancient of Days ! we dwell in thee 
Angels bending from the sky . . 
Another hand is beckoning us . . 
Another year is dawning .... 
Around my path life's mysteries . . 
As a shadow life is fleeting . • . 
As darker, darker, fall around . . 
As, from the lighted hearths behind me 
As, panting in the sultry beam . . 
As pants the hart for cooling streams 
As the hart, with eager looks . . 
As the sun's enlivening eye . . • 
As trustful as a child who looks . . 
A thousand years have come and gone 
At thy feet, O Lord, we lay . . . 
A voice by Jordan's shore . . . 
A voice upon the midnight air . . 
Awake, my soul, and with the sun . 
Awake, my soul ; stretch every nerve 
Awake, our souls ; away, our fears . 

Bear on, my soul, thy bitter cross . 

Behold us. Lord, a little space • . 

Behold, where in a mortal form . • 

Be light and glad ; in God rejoice . 
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Beneath the shadow of the cross . 
Beneath thine hammer, Lord, I lie . 
Beside the shore of Galilee . 
Be still, my heart, these anxious 
Be thou, O God, exalted high 
Be thou, O Rock of Ages, nigh 
Beyond, beyond that boundless sea 
Blessed City, heavenly Salem 
Blest are the pure in heart 
Blest are the sons of peace . 
Blest be thy love, dear Lord . 
Breathe on me, Breath of God 
Brief life is here our portion . 



Bring, O Morn, thy music I Bring 
By cool Siloam's shady rill . . 



Call the Lord thy sure salvation . 
Calm me, my God, and keep me calm 
Calm on the bosom of thy God . . 
Calm on the listening ear of night . 
City of God, how broad and far . . 
Clearer yet, and clearer .... 
Come, brethren, let us go . . . . 
Come, deck our feast to-day . . . 
Come, Father, with the coming night 
Come, Holy Spirit, come .... 
Come, holy Sun of heavenly love . 
Come, kingdom of our God . . . 
Come, let us join our friends above 
Come, said Jesus' sacred voice . . 
Come, thou Almighty Kin^ . . . 
Come, thou Almighty Will . . . 
Come, we that love the Lord . . • 
Come, ye thankful people, come . . 
Commit thou all thy griefs . • • 



6 

507 

3S6 
252 

477 
1S7 

19s 
382 

342 
141 
104 
140 

96 

276 

470 
208 

47 
48 

395 
489 

400 



INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 



303 



Commit thy way to God 



Dark is the sky that overhangs my soul 
Dark were the paths our Master trod 
Day by day the manna fell • . . 
Dear Lord and Father of mankind . 
Deem not that they are blest alone • 
Dost thou hear the bugle sounding 

Eternal and immortal King . . 
Eternal One, thou living God . . 
Eternal Ruler of the ceaseless round 



Far from mortal cares retreating . • • 25 

Father, again to thy dear name we raise . 83 
Father Almighty, bless us with thy blessing 7 

Father 1 beneath thy sheltering wing . • 291 

Father, give thy benediction 23 

Father, hear the prayer we offer • • • 27 

Father, I know that all my life . . • • 374 

Father, in thy mysterious presence . • • 216 

Father, let me dedicate 512 

Father, let thy kingdom come • . • • 265 

Father of all our mercies, thou . • • • 215 

Father of eternal grace 190 

Father of lights, we sing thy name . • • 122 

Father of me and all mankind • . • • 254 

Father, supply my every need .... 57 

Father, the watches of the night are o'er • 13 

Father, thou art calling, calling to us . • 5 

Father, thy wonders do not singly stand . 352 

Father, to thee we look in all our sorrow . 402 

Father, to us, thy children, humbly kneeling 218 

Father, united by thy grace 326 

Father, whatever of earthly bliss . • • • 437 

Feeble, helpless, how shall I 188 

For all th e saints, who from their labors rest 448 

For all thy saints, O Lord 481 

" Forever with the Lord " 4^3 

For the beauty of the earth 32 

Forth in thy name, O Lord, I go • • • 248 

Forward ! be our watchword 308 

From all that dwell below the skies . • 1 

*<From heaven above to earth I come** • 163 

Give ear, ye children, to my law • • • 502 

Give to the winds thy fears 401 
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Glorious things of thee are spoken • . 
Glory to thee, my God, this night . • 

God bless our native land 

God giveth quietness at last • • • • 
God is love ; his mercy brightens . • 
God is my strong salvation .... 
God moves in a mysterious way . . • 
God of mercy, God of love . • • • 
God of my life, to thee I call . • . . 
God of my life, whose gracious power . 

God of the earnest heart 

God of the living, in whose eyes • . 
God of the earth, the sky, the sea . • 
God of the prophets' power .... 
God's trumpet wakes the slumbering world 
God that madest earth and heaven . . 
Go forth to life, O child of earth • . 
Go forward. Christian soldier . . « 
Go, labor on ; spend and be spent . . 
Gone is the hollow, murky night • . 
Go not far from me, O my Strength , 
Go not, my soul, in search of him . . 
Great Mover of all hearts, whose hand 
Great Ruler of all nature's frame . , 
Great Source of life and light . . . 
Guide me, O Thou great Jehovah • • 

Happy the man who knows .... 
Hark 1 hark ! my soul, angelic songs . 
Hark ! hark ! my soul ! thy Father's voice 
Hark, my soul, how everything • 
Hark ! the song of jubilee • • 
Hear what God, the Lord, hath spoken 
Heaven and earth and sea and air 
Heavenly Helper, Friend divine 
He comes with succor speedy . 
He cometh not a king to reign . 
He hides within the lily . . . 
He is gone ; a cloud of light . • 
Here am I, Lord, thou callest me 
He who suns and worlds upholdeth 
Holy, holy, holy. Lord God Almighty 

Holy Spirit, Light divine 

Holy Spirit, source of gladness • • • 

Hosanna ! loud hosanna 

How blest the righteous when he dies . 
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How gentle God's commands • • 
How glorious is the hoar .... 
How precious are thy thoughts of peace 
How rich the blessings, O my God . 
How sweetly flowed the gospel's sound 
Hoi ye that rest beneath the rock . 

I ASK thee for the daily strength • 
I bless thee. Lord, for sorrows sent • 
I cannot find thee. Still on restless pinion 
I cannot think of them as dead . . 
I cannot walk in darkness long . • 

I feel within a want 

I hear at morn and even .... 
I know not what the future hath 
I little see, I little know .... 
I look to thee in every need . . . 
I see the wrong that round me lies . 
I sing the almighty power of God . 
I want the spirit of power within • 
I worship thee, sweet Will of God . 
If love the noblest, purest, best . . 
If thou but suffer God to guide thee 
Immortal by their deed and word . 
Immortal Love, forever full • • • 
In heavenly love abiding .... 
In the cross of Christ I glory . . 
In the morning I will pray . . . 
In thee I live, and move, and am . 
In thee, O God, the hosts above 
In thee, O Lord, my trust I place . 
In this peaceful house of prayer 
In thy heart and hands, my God 
In thy name, O Lord, assembling . 
Israel's Shepherd, guide me, feed me 
It came upon the midnight clear 
** It is finished ! *' Man of sorrows . 
It singeth low in every heart . . . 



Jerusalem the golden 
Jesus, I fain would find 
Joy is thy gift, O Father 
Joy ! joy ! a year is bora 
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Lamb of God's fold I 't is well with thee • 458 
Lead, kindly Light,amid the encircling gloom 231 



Let my life be hid in thee 
Let the whole creation cry 
Let whosoever will, inquire 
Life of ages, richly poured 
Lift up your heads, rejoice 
Light of ages and of nations 
Light of life, seraphic Fire 
Like shadows gliding o'er the plain 
Lo, God is here ! let us adore, And humbly 
Lo t the day of rest declineth • • 
Long, long ago, in manger low . • 
Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing • 
Lord, I believe a rest remains . • 
Lord, I believe ; thy power I own . 
Lord ! if our dwelling-place thou art 
Lord, it is not life to live . . • • 
Lord of all being ! throned afar • • 
Lord, speak to me that I may speak 
Lord, thou hast been our dwelling-plac 
Lord, we thank thee for the pleasure 
Lord, what ofifering shall we bring • 
Lord, when through sin I wander • 
Love divine, all loves excelling • • 

Make channels for the streams of love 
March on, march on, ye soldiers true 
My country, 't is of thee .... 
My Father, it is good for me . . • 
My God, accept my heart this day • 
My God and Father 1 while I stray 
My God, how endless is thy love . 
My God, in thee all fulness lies . . 
My God, I thank thee ! may no thought 
My God, I thank thee, who hast made 
My God, my Father ! look on me . 
My God, my King, thy various praise 
My God, my strength, my hope . 
My God, permit my tongue . . 
My God, the spring of all my joys 
My heart is resting, O my God . 
My soul, be on thy guard . • . 
My spirit longs for thee • . . 
My spirit on thy care .... 

Nations, attend before his throne 
Nearer, my God, to thee • • • 
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New every morning is the love . • 
No human eyes thy face may see . 
No mood of feeling, form of thought 
Not alwa3rs on the mount may we . 
Not, Lord, thine ancient works alone 
Not so in haste, my heart .... 
Not what I am, O Lord, but what thou 
Now from the altar of our hearts . 
Now God be with us, for the night . 
Now is the time approaching . . . 
Now, Lord, we part awhile . . . 
Now, on land and sea descending • 
Now rest, ye pilgrim host . • • . 
Now thank we ail our God . . . 
Now that the sun is beaming bright 

Now the day is over 

Now the shades of night are gone . 
Now when the dusky shades of night 
Now with the rising golden dawn . 



" O Beautiful, my Country " . 

O blessed life 1 the heart at rest . 

O Everlasting Light .... 

O Father, bless us ere we go . . 

O Father Spirit, who with gentlest breath 

O God, before the sun*s bright beams 

O God, beneath thy guiding hand . 

O God I I thank thee for each sight 

O God I my Father and my King 

O God, my God, my All thou art 

O God of ages, by whose hand . 

O God of Truth, whose living Word 

O God, O Spirit, Light of all that live 

O God, that madest earth and sky 

O God, the Rock of Ages . . 

O God, thou art my God alone 

O God, thou faithful God . . 

O God, thy power is wonderful 

O God, unseen but ever near . 

O Godf we praise thee and confess 

O God, whose presence glows in all 

O God within, so close to me . . 

O King of mercy, from thy throne on high 

O Life, that maketh all things new 

O Light, from age to age the same . 

O Light of light, shine in • • • • 
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O little town of Bethlehem • • 
O Lord and Master of us all . • 
O Lord, how happy is the time . 
O Lord, how happy should we be 
O Lord, my best desire fulfil 
O Lord of life, thy quickening voice 
O Lord of life, where'er they be 
O Lord, thine everlasting grace • 
O Love Divine, of all that is . . 
O Love Divine, that stooped to share 
O Love Divine, whose constant beam 
O Love ! how cheering is thy ray . 
O Love ! O Life ! our faith and sight 
O Love, that casts out fear . . . 
O Master, let me walk with thee 
O Mother dear, Jerusalem . • • 
O Name, all other names above . • 
O Paradise I O Paradise I . . . . 
O perfect Love, all human thought . 
O prophet souls of all the years . • 
O Shadow in a sultry land . . . 
O Source divine, and Life of all 
O Source of uncreated light . . . 
O spirit, freed from earth .... 
O Strength and Stay upholding all creation 
O suffering Friend of human kind 
O thou, by long experience tried 
O thou, from whom all goodness flows 
O thou great Friend to all the sons of men 
O thou, in all thy might so far . 
O thou, in whom we live and move 
O thou, the primal fount of life and peace 
O thou to whose all-searching sight 
O thou true Life of all that live . • . 
O thou who art of all that is ... . 
O thou, who hast at thy command . . 
O thou, who hast thy servants taught . 
O thou, whose liberaJ sun and rain . . 
O thou, whose perfect goodness crowns 
O thou, whose Spirit witness bears . . 
O thou, with whom, in sweet content . 
O'er the dark wave of Galilee . . • 
Oh, come, Creator Spirit blest . • • 
Oh, draw me. Father, after thee • • 
Oh, for that flame of living fire . . . 
Oh, help OS, Lord I each hour of need 
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Oh, here, if ever, God of love . . . 
Oh, let him, whose sorrow .... 
Oh ! let me feel thee near me . . . 
Oh, lift your hearts ! Oh, tune your tongues 
Oh, not alone in saddest plight . . • 
Oh, praise our God to-day .... 
Oh, praise the Lord our God . • . 
Oh ! sing, with loud and joyful song . 
Oh, sometimes gleams upon our sight . 
Oh, still in accents sweet and strong . 
Oh, take this heart that I would give . 
Oh, when the hours of life are past 
Oh, where are kings and empires now . 
Oh, worship the King, all-glorious above 
On eyes that watch through sorrow's night 
One holy Church of God appears . . 
One Lord there is, all lords above . . 
One thought I have, my ample creed • 

On our way rejoicing 

Onward, Christian soldiers .... 
Onward, onward, though the region . 
Open, Lord, my inward ear .... 

Our day of praise is done 

Our Father 1 to thy love we owe . . 
Our Father I while our hearts unlearn . 
Our God is good, in every place . • 
Our God, our God, thou shinest here . 
Our God, our help in ages past . . • 
Our God, where'er thy people meet 
Out of the dark the encircling sphere . 

Part in peace ! is day before us . . 
Past are the cross, the scourge, the thorn 
Peace be to this congregation . . . 
Pledge of our glorious home afar . . 
Praise the Lord; ye heavens adore him 
Praise to God, immortal praise . . . 

Quiet, Lord, my froward heart . . . 

Rejoice to-day with one accord . . 

Rest, spirit, rest 

Return, my soul, unto thy rest . . . 
Richly, oh, richly, have I been . . . 
Rise, my soul, and stretch thy wings • 
Round the Lord in glory seated . • • 
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Safe home, safe home in port • 
See the Lord, thy Keeper, stand 
Send down thy truth, O God . . 
Shall we grow weary in our watch 
She is not dead, but sleepeth . • 
Shine forth, eternal Source of light 
Shine on our souls, eternal God 
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Ten thousand times ten thousand 
Thanks for mercies past receive 
That God is Love, unchanging Love 
The day is ended. Ere 1 sink to sleep 
The day is past and over . . . 
The day, O Lord, is spent . . 
The dead are like the stars by day 
The glorious universe around 
The glory of the spring, how sweet 
The God of love my Shepherd is 
The King of Love my Shepherd is 
The Lord be with us as we bend 
The Lord is in his Holy Place • 
The Lord is my Shepherd, no want shall 
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The Lord my Shepherd is . • • 
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Thou, Lord, art Love, and everywhere . 392 
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Thrice happy souls, who, bom from heaven 509 
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Thus far the Lord has led me on . • . 98 

Thus heaven is gathering, one by one . . 472 

Thy ceaseless, unexhausted love . . . 128 

Thy kingdom come, O God . . . . . 26S 

Thy kingdom come, — on bended knee . 274 

Thy name. Almighty Lord 79 

Thy way is in the deep, O Lord . . . 436 

Thy way, not mine, O Lord 383 

Thy will be done I I will not fear . • . 430 

'T is winter now ; the fallen snow • • • 501 



To-day, beneath thy chastening eye 
To-day thy gate is open . . . 
To him who children blessed 
To the cross, O Lord, we bear • 
To thee, O God in heaven • . 
To thine eternal arms, O God . 
True faith in holy life will shine 

Up to the hills I lift mine eyes • 



Wait on the Lord, ye heirs of hope 
Walk in the light ! so shalt thou know 
Walk with the Lord I along the road 
Watchman, tell us of the night • • 
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Wherever through the ages rise 
While thee I seek, protecting Power 
While the stars unnumbered roll 
While with ceaseless course the siin 

Wilt thou not visit me 

With the sweet word of peace . . 
Workman of God ! oh, lose not heart 
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Yea, I will extol thee 

Ye followers of the Prince of peace 
Ye sons of men, your gloiy wake • 
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I. 



Hark ! the sound of holy voices. 

Chanting at the crystal sea, 
Alleluia, alleluia, 

Alleluia, Lord, to thee : 
Multitude, which none can number, 

Like the stars in glory stands. 
Clothed in white apparel, holding 

Palms of victory in their hands. 

Patriarch, and holy prophet. 

Who prepared the way of Christ, 
King, apostle, saint, and martyr, 

Confessor, evangelist, 
Saintly maiden, godly matron. 

Widows who have watched to prayer, 
Joined in holy concert, singing 

To the Lord of all, are there. 

Marching with thy cross their banner, 
They have triumphed, following 

Thee, the Captain of salvation. 

Thee, their Saviour and their King. 



(I) 



Gladly, Lord, with thee they suffered. 
Gladly, Lord, with thee they died ; 

And by death to life immortal 
They were born and glorified. 

Christopher Wordsworth. 

2. 

King of Saints, to whom the number 

Of thy starry host is known, 
Many a name, by man forgotten. 

Lives forever round thy throne ; 
Lights, which earth-bom mists have dark- 
ened, 

There are shining full and clear. 
Princes in the court of heaven, 

Nameless, unremembered here. 

None can tell us; all are written 

In the Lamb's great book of life. 
All the faith and prayer and patience. 

All the toiling and the strife ; 
There are told thy hidden treasures ; 

Number us, O Lord, with them. 
When thou makest up the jewels 

Of thy living diadem. Amen. 

John EUertoo. 
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Now it belongs not to my care 

Whether I die or live : 
To love and serve thee is my share, 

And this thy grace must give. 

If life be long, I will be glad 

That I may long obey ; 
If short, yet why should I be sad 

That shall have the same pay? 

Christ leads me through no darker rooms 
Than he went through before ; 

He that into God's kingdom comes 
Must enter by this door. 

Come, Lord, when grace has made me 
meet 

Thy blessed face to see ; 
For, if thy work on earth be sweet, 

What will thy glory be ? 

Richard Baxter. 



4. 

Am I a soldier of the cross, 

A follower of the Lamb ? 
And shall I fear to own his cause. 

Or blush to speak his name ? 

Must I be carried to the skies 

On flowery beds of ease. 
While others fought to win the prize, 

And sailed through bloody seas ? 

Are there no foes for me to face ? 

Must not I stem the flood ? 
Is this vain world a friend to grace, 

To help me on to God ? 

Sure I must fight, if I would reign ; 

Increase my courage. Lord. 
I '11 bear the toil, endure the pain. 

Supported by thy word. 



Watts. 
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Oh, for the peace that floweth as a river, 
Making life's desert places bloom and smile ; 

Oh, for that faith to grasp the glad Forever, 
Amid the shadows of earth's Little While ! 

A little while for patient vigil keeping, 

To face the storm, to wrestle with tht strong ; 

A little while to sow the seed with weeping, 

Then bind the sheaves and sing the harvest song ; 

A little while, 'mid shadow and illusion. 
To strive by faith love's mysteries to spell. 

Then read each dark enigma's bright solution. 
Then hail sight's verdict, — he doth all things well. 

And he who is himself the Gift and Giver, 
The future glory and the present smile. 

With the bright promise of the glad Forever 
Will light the shadows of earth's Little While. 



Re¥. Horatlus Boaar. 



ADDITIONAL SELECTIONS. 



BOARDMAN. CM. 



Devereux. Arr. by George Kingsley. 





6. 



Thy home is with the humble, Lord ! 

The simplest are the best : 
Thy lodging is in childlike hearts ; 

Thou makest tliere thy rest. 

Dear Comforter I eternal Love ! 

If thou wilt stay with me, 
Of lowly thoughts, and simple ways 

I '11 build a house for thee. 

Who made this beating heart of mine, 
But thou ; my heavenly guest ; 

Let no one have it, then, but thee, 
And let it be thy rest. 

Rev. F. W. Faber. 



Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 

With all thy quickening powers ; 

Come, shed abroad a Saviour's love, 

And that shall kindle ours. 

Watts. 
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Comb, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With all thy quickening powers : 

Kindle a flame of sacred love 
In these cold hearts of ours. 

In vain we tune our formal songs, 

In vain we strive to rise ; 
Hosannas languish on our tongues, 

And our devotion dies. 



8. 



Come, mighty Spirit, penetrate 
This heart and soul of mine ; 

And my whole being with thy grace 
Pervade, O Life divine ! 

As the clear air surrounds the earth. 

Thy g^ace around me roll ; 
As the fresh light pervades the air. 

So pierce and fill my soul. 

As from the clouds drops down in love 

The precious summer rain, 
So from thyself pour down the flood 

That freshens all again. 

Thus life within our lifeless hearts 

Shall make its glad abode ; 
And we shall shine in beauteous light, 

Filled with the light of God. 

Bonar. 
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O THOU to whom, in ancient time, 

The lyre of Hebrew bards was strung, 

Whom kings adored in song sublime, 
And prophets praised with glowing 
tongue I 

Not now on Zion's height alone 

Thy favored worshipper may dwell ; 

Nor where, at sultry noon, thy Son 
Sat weary by the patriarch's well. 

From every place below the skies. 

The grateful song, the fervent prayer — 

The incense of the heart — may rise 
To heaven, and find acceptance there. 

O thou to whom, in ancient time. 

The lyre of prophet-bards was strung ! 

To thee, at last, in every clime. 

Shall ten)ples rise, and praise be sung. 

Pierpont. 

10. 

O Lord I where'er thy people meet. 
There .they behold thy mercy-seat; 

Where'er they seek thee, thou art found. 
And every place is hallowed ground. 

For thou, within no walls confined, 

Inhabitest the humble mind ; 
Such ever bring thee where they come, 

And, going, take thee to their home. 



With heavenly grace our souls endue ; 

Thy former mercies here renew ; 
Here to our waiting hearts proclaim 

The sweetness of thy saving name. 

Here may we prove the power of prayer, 
To strengthen faith and sweeten care ; 

To teach our faint desires to rise, 

And bring all heaven before our eyes. 

Cowper. 

II. 

Mysterious Presence, Source of all, — 
The world without, the soul within; 

Fountain of life, oh hear our call, 
And pour thy living waters in ! 

Thou breathest in the rushing wind, 
Thy spirit stirs in leaf and flower; 

Nor wilt thou from the willing mind 
Withhold thy light and love and power. 

Thy hand unseen, to accents clear 
Awoke the Psalmist's trembling lyre; 

And touched the lips of holy seer 
With flame from thine own altar fire. 

That touch Divine still, Lord, impart. 
Still give the prophet's burning word ; 

And, vocal in each waiting heart. 
Let living psalms of praise be heard. 

S. C. Beach. 
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12. 

I SING the mighty power of God, 

That made the mountains rise ; 
That spread the flowing seas abroad, 

And built the lofty skies. 
I sing the wisdom that ordained 

The sun to rule the day : 
The moon shines full at his command, 

And all the stars obey. 



I sing the goodness of the Lord, 

That filled the earth with food : 
He formed the creatures with his word, 

And then pronounced them good. 
Lord, how thy wonders are displayed, 

Where'er I turn my eye ; 
If I survey the ground I tread. 

Or gaze upon the sky I 



There 's not a plant or flower below. 

But makes thy glories known ; 
And clouds arise, and tempests blow, 

By order from thy throne. 
Creatures that borrow life from thee 

Are subject to thy care : 
There's not a place where we can flee, 

But God is present there. 



Isaac Watti. 
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Father, compass me about 
With love, for I am weak ; 

Forgive, forgive my sinful doubt, 
Thy pitying glance I seek. 

1 know that I am in thy hands, 

Whose thoughts are peace toward me. 
That ever sure thy counsel stands, — 
Could I but build on thee I 

Though mountains crumble into dust, 

Thy covenant standeth fast ; 
Who follows thee in pious trust 

Shall reach the goal at last. 

Take courage, then, my soul, nor steep 
Thy days and nights in tears. 

Thou soon shalt cease to mourn and weep, 
Though dark are now thy fears. 

He comes, he comes, the Strong to save. 

He comes nor tarries more ; 
His light is breaking o'er the wave, 

The clouds and storms are o'er I 

Johann F. L. Dreves. 
Tr. by Catherine Winkworth. 
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To thee, my God, whose Presence fills 
The earth, and seas, and skies. 

To thee, whose name, whose heart is Love, 
With all my powers I rise. 

Troubles in long succession roll ; 

Wave rushes upon wave ; 
Pity, oh pity my distress 1 

Thy child, thy suppliant save I 

Oh, bid the roaring tempest cease ; 

Or give me strength to bear 
Whate'er thy holy will appoints, 

And save me from despair I 

To thee, my God, alone I look, 

On thee alone confide ; 
Thou never hast deceived the soul 

That on thy grace relied. 

Though oft thy ways are wrapped in 
clouds 

Mysterious and unknown. 
Truth, Righteousness, and Mercy stand 

The pillars of thy throne. Amen. 

Thomas Gibbons. 
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15. 

When the day of toil is done, 
When the race of life is run, 
Father, grant thy wearied one 
Rest for evermore ! 

When the strife of sin is stilled. 
When the foe within is killed, 
Be thy gracious word fulfilled, — 
Peace for evermore ! 

When the darkness melts away, 
At the breaking of thy day. 
Bid us hail the cheering ray, — 
Light for evermore ! 

When the heart by sorrow tried 
Feels at length its throbs subside, 
Bring us, where all tears are dried, 
Joy for evermore I 

When for vanished days we yearn. 
Days that never can return, 
Teach us in thy love to learn 
Love for evermore I 

When the breath of life is flown. 
When the grave must claim its own. 



r- 

Lord of life ! be ours thy crown, — 
Life for evermore 1 

John EUerton. 

16. 

Hast thou, 'midst life's empty noises, 
Heard the solemn steps of time, 

And the low, mysterious voices 
Of another clime ? 

Early hath life's mighty question 
Thrilled within thy heart of youth, 

With a deep and strong beseeching, — 
What, and where, is truth ? 

Not to ease and aimless quiet 
Doth the inward answer tend ; 

But to works of love and duty. 
As our being's end : 

Earnest toil and strong endeavor 

Of a spirit which within 
Wrestles with familiar evil 

And besetting sin ; 

And without, with tireless vtgor. 
Steady heart, and purpose strong, 

In the power of truth assaileth 
Every form of wrong. 

John G. Whittier. 
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Thb day of praise is done ; 

The evening shadows fall ; 
Yet pass not from us with the sun. 

True Light that lightenest all 1 

Too faint our anthems here ; 

Too soon of praise we tire ; 
But oh, the strains how full and clear 

Of that Eternal Choir 1 

Yet, Lord I to thy dear will 

If thou attune the heart, 
We in thine angeFs music still 

May bear our lower part. 

'Tis thine each soul to calm, 

Each wayward thought reclaim^ 

And make our daily life a psalm 
Of glory to thy name. 

Shine thou within us, then, 

A day that knows no end. 
Till songs of angels and of men 

In perfect praise shall blend. 



John EUerton. 
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At first I prayed for Light : 

Could I but see the way, 
How gladly, swiftly would I walk 

To everlasting day ! 

And next I prayed for Strength : 
That I might tread the road 

With firm, unfaltering feet, and win 
The heaven's serene abode. 

And then I asked for Faith : 
Could I but trust my God, 

I'd live enfolded in his peace, 
Though foes were all abroad. 

But now I pray for Love : 
Deep love to God and man ; 

A living love that will not fail, 
However dark his plan. 

And Light and Strength and Faith 
Are opening everywhere I 

God only waited for me till 
I prayed the largef prayer. 



Mrs. £. D. Cheney. 
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19. < 

Silent, like men in solemn haste, 
Girded wayfarers of the waste, 
We press along the narrow road 
That leads to life, to truth, to God. 

We fling aside the weight, the sin, 
Resolved the victory to win. 
We know the peril, but our eyes 
Rest on the splendor of the prize. 

No idling now, no wasteful sleep 
From Christian toil our limbs to keep, 
No shrinking from the desperate fight, 
No thought of yielding or of flight. 

No love of present gain or ease. 
No seeking man or self to please ; 
With the brave heart and steady eye, 
We onward march to victory. 

What though with weariness oppressed ? 
'T is but a little, and we rest: 
Finished the toil, — the race is run ! 
The battle fought, — the field is won I 

Horatius Bonar. 
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" What means this glory round our feet, 
The magi mused, '* more bright than 

morn V^ 
And voices chanted clear and sweet, 
" To-day the Prince of Peace is born." 

^^ What means that star,'* the shepherd said, 
" That brightens through the rocky glen? 
And angels answering overhead. 
Sang, " Peace on earth, good-will to men. 

All round about our feet shall shine 
A light like that the wise men saw ; 
If we our willing hearts incline 
To that sweet Life which is the Law. 



So shall we learn to understand 
The simple faith of shepherds then, 
And kindly clasping hand in hand, 
Sing *' Peace on earth, good-will to men. 

For they who to their childhood cling, 
And keep their natures fresh as morn. 
Once more shall hear the angels sing, 
'* To-day the Prince of Peace is bom." 

James Russell Lowell. 
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Mighty God, the first, the last, 
What are ages in thy sight 

But as yesterday when past, 
Or a watch within the night? 



All that being ever knew, 

Down, far down, ere time had birth, 
Stands as clear within thy view 

As the present things of earth. 



All that being e'er shall know. 

On, still on, through farthest years. 

All eternity can show. 

Bright before thee now appears. 



In thine all-embracing sight. 

Every change its purpose meets, 

Every cloud floats into light. 
Every woe its glory greets. 



Whatsoe'er our lot may be, 

Calmly in this thought we '11 rest, — 
Could we see as thou dost see. 

We should choose it as the best. 

Gaskell. 



LovB for all I and can it be ? 
Can I hope it is for me? 
I, who strayed so long ago, — 
Strayed so far, and fell so low ! 

I, the disobedient child. 
Wayward, passionate, and wild ; 
I, who left my Father's home. 
In forbidden ways to roam I 

I, who spurned his loving hold ; 
I, who would not be controlled ; 
I, who would not hear his call ; 
I, the wilful prodigal ! 

I, who wasted and misspent 
Every talent he had lent ; 
I, who sinned again, again. 
Giving every passion rein 1 

To my Father can I go ? — 
At his feet mvself I '11 throw : 
In his house there yet may be 
Place, a servant's place, for me. 

See I my Father waiting stands : 
See I he reaches out his hands ; 
God is love : I know, I see 
There is love for me, — even me. 

S. Longfellow. 



ADDITIONAL SELECTIONS. 

GREENPORT. C.M.D, 
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Oh for a faith that will not shrink, 
Though pressed by every foe ; 

That will not tremble on the brink 
Of any earthly woe ; — 

That will not murmur nor complain 

Beneath the chastening rod, 
But, in the hour of grief or pain. 

Will lean upon its God ; — 

A faith that shines more bright and clear 
When tempests rage without ; 

That when in danger knows no fear. 
In darkness feels no doubt. 

Lord, give us such a faith as this, 
And then, whatever may come. 

We '11 taste e'en here the hallowed bliss 
Of an eternal home. Amen. 

William H. Bathurat 



One prayer I have, — all prayers in one, — 

When I am wholly thine : 
Thy will, my God, thy will be done; 

And let that will be mine. 

All-wise, almighty, and all-good, 

In thee I firmly trust ; 
Thy ways, unknown or understood, 

Are merciful and just. 

Thy gifts are only then enjoyed. 

When used as talents lent ; 
Those talents only well employed 

When in thy service spent. 

And, though thy wisdom takes away, 

Shall I arraign thy will ? 
No : let me bless thy name, and say, 

"The Lord is gracious still." Amen. 

James Montgomery. 
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HE LEADETH ME. L.M. 



William B. Bradbury. 
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He leadeth me ! O blessed thought ! 
O words with heavenly comfort fraught ! 
Whatever I do, where'er I be, 
Still 't is God's hand that leadeth me. 



He leadeth me, he leadeth me ! 
By his own hand he leadeth me. 
His faithful follower I would be. 
For by his hand he leadeth me. 



Lord, I would clasp thy hand in mine, 
Nor ever murmur nor repine ; 
Content, whatever lot I see. 
Since 't is my God that leadeth me- 
He leadeth me, etc. 

And when my task on earth is done, 
When, by thy grace, the victory 's won, 
E'en death's cold wave I will not flee, 
Since 't is my God that leadeth me. 
He leadeth me, etc. 

J. H. Gilmore. 
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HERALD ANGELS. 7. Felix Mendelssohn-Bartholdy. 
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Hark 1 the herald-angels sing 
Glory to the new-born King : 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled. 
Joyful, all ye nations, rise, 
Join the triumph of the skies ; 
With the angelic host proclaim, 
Christ is born in Bethlehem. 

Hark ! the herald-angels sing 
Glory to the new-born King. 



Gracious bond of earth and sky, 

Born that man no more may die, 

Born to raise the sons of earth. 

Born to give them second birth. 

Hail, the heaven-born Prince of Peace ! 

Hail, the Sun of Righteousness ! 

Light and life to all He brings, 

Risen with healing in His wings. 

Hark! the herald-angels sing, 

Glory to the new-born King. 

Rey. Charles Wesley. 
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HOLLINGSHIDE. 76.D. 



Rev. John Dykes. 
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Light of life, seraphic Fire, 

Love divine, thyself impart; 
Every fainting soul inspire ; 

Enter every drooping heart : 
Every mournful spirit cheer ; 

Scatter all our doubt and gloom ; 
Father, in thy grace appear. 

To thy human temples come I 

Come, in this accepted hour, 

Bring thy heavenly kingdom in ; 
Fill us with thy glorious power, 

Rooting out the seeds of sin : 
Nothing more can we require, 

We can rest in nothing less ; 
Be thou all our heart's desire. 

All our joy and all our peace. 

Rev. Charles Wesley. 



28. 



Heavenly Father, God of Love ! 
Send thy blessing from above ; 
Light and life to all impart ; 
Shine on each believing heart. 
Glorious in thy sons appear ; 
Plant thy heavenly kingdom here ; 
All thy kingdom from above, 
All the blessedness of love. 

Plant in us an humble mind. 

Patient, pitiful, and kind ; 

Meek and lowly let us be, 

Full of goodness, full of thee. 

Let us in our spirits prove 

All the depths of lowly love; 

Let us in our lives express 

All the heights of holiness. 

Rev. Charles Wesley. 
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HORTON* 7. Arr. by Lowell Mason. 
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When my love to Christ grows weak, 
When for deeper faith I seek, 
Then in thought I go to thee, 
Garden of Gethsemane. 

There I walk amid the shades, 
While the lingering daylight fades ; 
See that suffering, friendless one 
Weeping, praying there alone. 

When my love for Christ grows weak. 
When for stronger faith I seek, 
Hill of Calvary, I go 
To thy scenes of fear and woe ; 

There behold his agony, 
Suffered on the bitter tree ; 
See his anguish, see his faith. 
Love triumphant still in death. 

Then to life I turn again : 
Learning all the worth of pain. 



Learning all the might that lies 
In a full self-sacrifice. 



Anon. 
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Take, O Lord, my faithless heart, 
Make its choice the better part ; 
Break its chains and set it free. 
Take and seal it. Lord, to thee. 

Shouldst thou bid me lay aside 
All that fosters earthly pride. 
Let me walk the lowly way. 
If Thine arm may be my stay. 

Should thy chastening will require 
All that feeds mine eye's desire, 
Take it. Lord, if in its place, 
Shine the brightness of thy face. 

Seal, then, Lord, my heart to thee. 
Set it for thy service free ; 
Life and joy are truly mine 
If whate'er I have is thine. 

Rev. Hen^ Alford. 
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Our blest Redeemer, ere he breathed 

His tender, last farewell, 
A Guide, a Comforter, bequeathed 
With us to dwell. 

He came sweet influence to impart, — 

A gracious, willing guest. 
While he can find one humble heart 
W^herein to rest. 

And his that gentle voice we hear, 

Soft as the breath of even. 
That checks each fault, that calms each fear, 
And speaks of heaven. 

And every virtue we possess. 

And every victory won, 
And every thought of holiness, 
Are his alone. 

Spirit of purity and grace, 

Our weakness pitying see ; 
Oh, make our hearts thy dwelling-place, 
And worthier thee ! 

Harriet Anbcr. 
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John H. Wilcox, alt. 
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God be with thee I Gently o'er thee 
May his wings of mercy spread ; 

Be his way made plain before thee, 
And his glory round thee shed. 

Safely onward, 
May thy pilgrim-feet be led. 

WILMOT. 8.7. 
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God be with thee ! With thy spirit 

His abiding presence be ; 
Till thy heart that peace inherit, 

God alone can give to- thee. 
His indwelling, 

Help, and heal, and set thee free. 

Anon. 
C. M. VON Weber. 
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Yes, for me, for me he careth 
With a father's tender care ; 

Yes, with me, With me he shareth 
Every burden, every fear. 

Yes, o'er me, o'er me he watcheth. 
Ceaseless watcheth, night and day ; 

Yes, e'en me, e'en me he snatcheth 
From the perils of the way. 



Yes, in me abroad he sheddeth 
Joys unearthly, love and light ; 

And to cover me he spreadeth 
His paternal wing of might. 

Yes, in me, in me he dwelleth ; 

I in him, and he in me : 
And my empty soul he filleth, 

Here and through eternity. 



Bonar. 
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LANCASHIRE. 7.6. Double. 



Henry Smart. 
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STAR of Truth, down shining, 
Through clouds of doubt and fear, 

1 ask but 'neath your guidance 
My pathway may appear. 

However long the journey, 

How hard soe'er it be. 
Though I be lone and weary, 

Lead on, I '11 follow thee I 

I know thy blessed radiance 

Can never lead astray. 
However ancient custom 

May tread some other way. 
E'en if through untrod deserts. 

Or over trackless sea, 
Though I be lone and weary. 

Lead on, I '11 follow thee 1 



The bleeding feet of martyrs 

Thy toilsome road have trod ; 
But fires of human passion 

May light the way to God. 
Then, though my feet should falter. 

While I thy beams can see. 
Though I be lone and weary, 

Lead on, I '11 follow thee I 

Though loving friends forsake me. 

Or plead with me in tears ; 
Though angry foes may threaten. 

To shake my soul with fears ; 
Still to my high allegiance 

I must not faithless be : 
Through life or death, forever 

Lead on, I '11 follow thee I 

M. J. Saraffe. 
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LANDON. 7.7.7.6. 
Unison. 



Anon. 




^ 



i 



J — 1 



'l~^ l'\ A ,. I 



s 






M' 



pr^ 



m^^ 



m. 



3Ht 



3* 



^-^H 



1^ 



j^f 



wt 



i 



y 



f 



H 



r^=^ 



^ 



4 .d- ai ' "1^^ "g~n^^|^ 



^^ 



-«^ 



-p- 



32: 



-p — p- 



:$ 



T^ 



r-rrr 




35 



When the world around us throws 
All its proud, deceiving shows, 
Yet the heart no danger knows ; 
Help us. Lord most holy. 

Blind, we pray that we may see, 
Bound, we strive to be made free, 
Stained, we long for sanctity ; 
Help us. Lord most holy. 

By the joys that look above, 
By the pains our faith to prove, 
By the conquering power of love ; 
Help us, Lord most holy. 

To our sinful selves to die, 
Base desires to crucify, 
And to set our hearts on high ; 
Help us. Lord most holy. 

Thus to do thy will below. 
Daily in thy grace to grow, 
More and more thy love to know ; 
Help us. Lord most holy. 

Anon. 
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LIVORNO. 10. 
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Thou art my God; my soul desires no other; 

For whom have I in heaven or earth but thee? 
Thou art my God, and every man a brother 

Whom I must love, because thou lovest me. 

Thou art my God ; my path is smooth and even, 
If in thy perfect love I hope and trust ; 

Thou art my God, and I may enter heaven 
On earth, by seeking to be true and just. 

Thou art my God ; when storms above me gather, 
Thou art my shield, lest on my head they fall ; 

Thou art our God, the universal Father, 

Whom all must love because thou lovest all. 



Thou art our God ; thy love must surely win us 
From sin*s alluring and destructive ways; 

Thou art our God; thy kingdom is within us; 
Thine be the glory, endless love, and praise. 
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MAIDSTONE. 7.7.7.7.77.77. 



Walter Bond Gilbert. 
Used by permission. 
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F'ather, thy paternal care 
Has my guardian been, my guide ; 
Every hallowed wish and prayer 
Has thy hand of love supplied : 
Thine is every thought of bliss, 
Left by hours and days gone by ; 
Every hope thy offspring is, 
Beaming from futurity. 

Every sun of splendid ray. 
Every moon that shines serene. 
Every morn that welcomes day, 
Every evening's twilight scene. 



Every hour which wisdom brings, 
Every incense at thy shrine, — 
These, and all life's holiest things. 
And its fairest, — all are thine. 

And, for all, my hymns shall rise 
Daily to thy gracious throne : 
Thither let my asking eyes 
Turn, unwearied, righteous One. 
Through life's strange vicissitude, 
There reposing all my care ; 
Trusting still, through ill and good. 
Fixed and cheered and counselled there 

Bowring. 
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MARTYN. 5. Double. 



S. B. Marsh. 
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When the Paschal evening fell 
Deep on Kedron's hallowed dell, 
When around the festal board 
Sate the Apostles with their Lord, 
Then his parting word he said. 
Blessed the cup and broke the bread : 
" This whene'er ye do or see, 
Evermore remember me." 

When by treason, doubt, unrest. 
Sinks the soul, dismayed, oppressed ; 
When the shadows of the tomb 
Close us round with deepening gloom ; 
Then bethink us at that board 
Of the sorrowing, suffering Lord, 
Who, when tried and grieved as we, 
Dying, said, " Remember me." 



When diverging creeds shall learn 
Towards their central Source to turn ; 
When contending churches tire 
Of the earthquake, wind, and fire ; 
Here let strife and clamor cease 
At that still, small voice of peace : 
" May they all united be 
In the Father and in me." 

When in this thanksgiving feast 
We would give to God our best, 
From the treasures of his might 
Seeking life and love and light; 
Then, O Friend of humankind, 
Make us true and firm of mind, 
Pure of heart, in spirit free ; 
Thus may we remember thee. 

Arthur P. Stanley. 
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MATINS. 84.7.8.4.7. 



John Sebastian Bach Hodges. 
Used by permission. 
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Come, my soul, thou must be waking ; 
Now is breaking 
O'er the earth another day ; 
Come to him who made this splendor, 
See thou render 
All thy feeble powers can pay. 

Thou, too, hail the light returning ; 
Ready burning 
Be the incense of thy powers ; 
For the night is safely ended : 
God hath tended 
With his care thy helpless hours. 



Pray that he may prosper ever 
Each endeavor 
When thine aim is good and true, 
But that he may ever thwart thee. 
And convert thee, 
When thou evil wouldst pursue. 

Round the gifts his bounty showers, 
Walls and towers 
Girt with flames thy God shall rear. 
Angel legions to defend thee 
Shall attend thee. 
Hosts whom Satan's self shall fear. 



Friedrich Rudolph Ludwig von Canitz, Tr. Henry James BuckoU 
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PENITENCE. 7S.5S.D. 

J = 92. 



Spencer Lane. 
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In the hour of trial, 

Father, strengthen me ; 
Lest by base denial, 

I depart from thee. 
When thou see'st me waver, 

With a touch recall, 
Nor from thy dear favor, 

Suffer me to fall. 

With forbidden pleasures 

Would this vain world charm ; 

Or its sordid treasures 
Spread to work me harm ; 



By thy love sustaining, 
Father, keep thy child ; 

All my foes restraining, 
And my passions wild. 

Should thy mercy send me 

Sorrow, toil, and woe ; 
Or should pain attend me 

On my path below ; 
Grant that I may never 

Fail thy hand to see ; 
Grant that I may ever 

Cast my care on thee. 

James Montgomery. 
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Arr. from Mozart. 



U ^ H^= ^4 ^ 



.-L-i-a 



^=0 



^ 



J=l=l 



-b I I 




P 



«•• 



li^u^b I i"^ I I 



^^^ 



m 



- Pi ! I j j ,'^-4 







FlNB. 






kHH^-r^-ff=TiTTtfifiFff 



1 



Z?.flf. 




41. 

Once to every man and nation 

Comes the moment to decide, 
In the strife of Truth with Falsehood, 

For the good or evil side ; 
Some great cause, God's new Messiah, 

Offers each the bloom or blight, — 
And the choice goes by forever 

'Twixt that darkness and that light. 

Then to side with Truth is noble, 
When we share her wretched crust. 

Ere her cause bring fame and profit, 
And 't is prosperous to be just ; 



Then it is the brave man chooses. 
While the coward stands aside. 

Till the multitude make virtue 
Of the faith they had denied. 

Though the cause of Evil prosper. 

Yet 't is Truth alone is strong ; 
Though her portion be the scaffold. 

And upon the throne be Wrong, — 
Yet that scaffold sways the future. 

And behind the dim unknown, 
Standeth God within the Shadow, 

Keeping watch above his own. 

J. R. LowelL 
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42. 

In time of tribulation, 

Hear, Lord, our earnest cries ; 
With humble supplication 

To thee the spirit flies. 
Remembered songs of gladness, 

Through night's lone silence brought, 
Strike notes of deepest sadness. 

And stir desponding thought. 

Hath God cast off for ever? 

Can time his truth impair ? 
His tender mercy never 

Shall we presume to share? 



Hath he his loving-kindness 

Shut up in bitter wrath ? 
No ! it is human blindness. 

That cannot see his path. 

We Ml call to recollection 

The years of thy right hand, 
And, strong in thy protection. 

Again through faith we stand. 
Thy way is in great waters. 

Thy footsteps are not known ; 
But let earth's sons and daughters 

Confide in thee alone ! 

James Montgomery. 
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ST. ANDREW OF CRETE. 6.5.D. 



The Rev. John Dykes. 
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Christian, dost thou see them, 

On the holy ground, 
How the powers of evil 

Rage thy steps around ? 
Christian, up and smite them, 

Counting gain but loss ; 
In the strength that cometh 

By the holy cross. 

Christian, dost thou hear them, 
How they speak thee fair ? 

Smite them by the virtue 
Of unceasing prayer. 



Christian, answer boldly, 
" While I breathe, I pray ; 

Peace shall follow battle. 
Night shall end in day. 

Well I know thy trouble, 

O my servant true ; 
Thou art very weary 

Yet art faithful too. 
And that toil shall lift thee 

Nearer to my throne, 
Till the end of sorrow 

Makes thee all mine own. 



*» 



St Andrew of Crete. 
I. Mason Neale, D.D. 
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My Father's house on high I 
Home of my soul ! how near, 

At times, to faith's transpiercing eye, 
Thy golden gates appear I 

Ah ! then my spirit faints 

To reach the land 1 love. 
The bright inheritance of saints, 

Jerusalem above. 

Yet clouds will intervene, 

And all my prospect flies ; 
Like Noah's dove, I flit between 

Rough seas and stormy skies. 

Anon the clouds depart, 

The winds and waters cease ; 

While sweetly o'er my gladden'd heart 
Expands the bow of peace. 

Then, then I feel that he. 

Remembered or forgot, — 
The Lord is never far from me, 

Though 1 perceive him not. 



James Montsromery. 
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SOLITUDE. 7. 



L. T. DowNES. 
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They who seek the throne of grace 
Find that throne in every place ; 
If we live a life of prayer, 
God is present everywhere. 
In our sickness and our health, 
In our want, or in our wealth, 
If we look to God in prayer, 
God is present everywhere. 

When our earthly comforts fail, 
When the foes of life prevail, 
'T is the time for earnest prayer ; 
God is present everywhere. 
Then, my soul, in every strait, 
To thy Father come, and wait ; 
He will answer every prayer : 
God is present everywhere. 



Methodist ColL 
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STATE STREET. S.M. 



Jonathan C. Woodman. 
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Give forth thine earnest cry, 
O conscience, voice of God I 

To young and old, to low and high. 
Proclaim his will abroad. 

Within the human breast 

Thy strong monitions plead ; 

Still thunder thy divine protest 
Against the unrighteous deed. 

Show the true way of peace, 

O thou our guiding light I 

From bondage of the wrong release, 

To service of the right. 

Hymns of the Spirit. 

47. 

That blessed law of thine. 

Father, to me impart; 
The Spirit's law of life divine, 

Oh, write it in my heart I 

Implant it deep within. 

Whence it may ne'er remove, — 
The law of liberty from sin, 

The perfect law of love. 



Thy nature be my law. 

Thy spotless sanctity. 
And sweetly every moment draw 

My happy soul to Thee. 

Wesleyan. 



48. 



Say not the law divine 

Is hidden far from thee : 
That heavenly law within may shine, 

And there its brightness be. 

Soar not, my soul, on high. 

To bring it down to earth : 
No star within the vaulted sky 

Is of such priceless worth. 

Thou need'st not launch thy bark 

Upon a shoreless sea. 
Breasting its waves to find the ark. 

To bring this dove to thee. 

Cease, then, my soul, to roam ; 

Thy wanderings all are vain : 
That holy word is found at home, 

Within thy heart its reign. 

Bernard Barton. 
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Art thou weary, art thou languid, 
Art thou sore distressed ? 
'* Come to me," saith One, " and coming, 
Be at rest." 

Hath he marks to lead me to him. 

If he be my Guide.? 
In his feet and hands are wound-prints, 
And his side. 

Is there diadem, as Monarch, 

That his brow adorns ? 
Yea, a crown, in very surety; 
But of thorns. 

If I find him, if I follow, 
What his guerdon here ? 
Many a sorrow, many a labor, 
Many a tear. 

If I still hold closely to him. 

What hath he at last? 
Sorrow vanquished, labor ended, 
Jordan passed. 

If I ask him to receive me. 

Will he say me nay? 
Not till earth, and not till heaven 
Pass away. 

St. Stephen the Sabalte, Greek. Tr. Rev. Dr. Neale. 
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50. 

The Lord is come ! On Syrian soil 
The child of poverty and toil ; 
The Man of Sorrows, born to know 
Each varying shade of human woe ; 
Ilis joy, his glory, to fulfil 
In earth and heaven his Father's will ; 
On lonely mount, by festive board, 
On bitter cross, despised, adored. 

The Lord is come ! Dull hearts to wake, 
He speaks, as never man yet spake, 
The truth which makes his servants free, 
The royal law of liberty. 



Though heaven and earth shall pass away, 
His living words our spirits stay, 
And from his treasures, new and old, 
The eternal mysteries unfold. 

The Lord is come ! In every heart 
Where truth and mercy claim a part, 
In every land where Right is Might, 
And deeds of darkness shun the light, 
In every church where faith and love 
Lift earthward thoughts to things above, 
In every holy, happy home, — 
We thank thee, Lord, that thou art come I 

Arthur P. Stanley. 
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THE SUN IS SINKING FAST. 6.466. 



£. J. Hopkins. 
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The sun is sinking fast, 

The daylight dies ; 
Let love awake and pay 

Her evening sacrifice. 

As Christ upon the cross 

His head inclined, 
And to his Father's hands 

His parting soul resigned, 

So now herself my soul 
Would wholly give 

Into his sacred charge, 
In whom all spirits live ; 

So now beneath his eye 
Would calmly rest, 

Without one thought of self 
Abiding in the breast. 

Thus would I live ; yet now 

Not I but he 
In all his power and love 

Henceforth alive in me. 
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Modern Latin Hymn. Tr. Edward Caswall. 
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Gracious spirit, dwell with me ; 
I myself would gracious be, 
And, with words that help and heal, 
Would thy life in mine reveal ; 
And with actions bold and meek 
Christ's own gracious spirit speak. 

Truthful spirit, dwell with me ; 
I myself would truthful be, 
And with wisdom kind and clear 
Let thy life in mine appear; 
And with actions brotherly 
Follow Christ's sincerity. 

Mighty spirit, dwell with me ; 
I myself would mighty be, 
Mighty so as to prevail 
Where unaided man must fail ; 
Ever by a mighty hope 
Pressing on and bearing up. 

Holy spirit, dwell with me ; 

I myself would holy be; 

Separate from sin, I would 

Choose and cherish all things good ; 

And whatever I can be 

Give to him who gave me thee. 

Thomas Toke Lynch. 
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H, J. Gauntlett. 
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Oft in danger, oft in woe, 
Onward, Christians, onward go : 
Fight the fight, maintain the strife, 
Strengthened with the bread of life. 

Onward, Christians, onward go ; 
Join the war, and face the foe : 
Will ye flee in danger's hour? 
Know ye not your Captain's power? 

Let your drooping hearts be glad : 
March, in heavenly armor clad: 
Fight, nor think the battle long, 
Victory soon shall tune your song. 

Let not sorrow dim your eye, 
Soon shall every tear be dry : 
Let not fears your course impede, 
Great your strength, if great your need. 

Onward, then, in battle move. 
More than conquerors ye shall prove ; 



Though opposed by many a foe. 
Christian soldiers, onward go. 

Henry Kirke White. 

54. 

Brother, hast thou wandered far 
From thy Father's happy home. 
With thyself and God at war? 
Turn thee, brother : homeward come. 

Hast thou wasted all the powers 
God for noble uses gave ? 
Squandered life's most golden hours ? 
Turn thee, brother : God can save. 

Is a mighty fami e now 

In thy heart and in thy soul ? 

Discontent upon thy brow ? 

Turn thee : God will make thee whole. 

Fall before him on the ground, 
Pour thy sorrow in his ear. 
Seek him while he may be found, 
Call upon him, — he is near. 

J. F. Clarke. 
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I HEARD the voice of Jesus say, — 

" Come unto me and rest ; 
Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 

Thy head upon my breast ! " 
I came to Jesus as I was, 

Wearv, and worn, and sad, 
I found m him a resting-place, 

And he hath made me glad. 

I heard the voice of Jesus say, — 

"Behold, I freely give 
The living water ; thirsty one, • 

Stoop down, and drink, and live ! " 



I came to Jesus, and I drank 

Of that life-giving stream ; 
My thirst was quenched, my soul revived, 

And now I live in him. 

I heard the voice of Jesus say, — 

" I am this dark world's light; 
Look unto me, thy morn shall rise, 

And all thy day be bright ! " 
I looked to Jesus, and I found 

In him my star, my sun ; 
And in that light of life I '11 walk, 

Till all my journey 's done. 

Rev. Horatiiu Bonar. 
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Dr. Carey. 
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Jesus Christ is risen to-day, Alleluia ! 
Sons of men and angels say : Alleluia I 
Raise your joys and triumphs high ; Alleluia 1 
Sing, ye heavens, and earth reply, Alleluia I 

Lives ag^in our glorious King ; Alleluia ! 

" Where, O Death, is now thy sting? " Alleluia! 

Lo, he claims his native sky I Alleluia ! 

" Grave, where is thy victory? " Alleluia I 

Soar we now where Christ has led. Alleluia 1 

Following our exalted Head ; Alleluia I 

Made like him, like him we rise ; Alleluia I 

Ours the cross, the g^ave, the skies I Alleluia* AlMEn. 



Charles Wesley. 
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In the hour of trial 
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My Father^s house on high . . 
Mysterious Presence, Source of all 

Now it belongs not to my care . 

O Father, compass me about . 
Oft in danger, oft in woe . . . 
Oh for a faith that will not shrink 
Oh, for the peace that floweth as a river 
O Lord ! where'er thy people meet 
O Star of Truth, down shining . 
O thou to whom, in ancient time 
Once to every man and nation . 
One prayer I have, — all prayers in one 
Our blest Redeemer, ere he breathed 

Say not the law divine .... 
Silent, like men in solemn haste . 

Take, O Lord, my faithless heart 
That blessed law of thine • . . 
The day of praise is. done . • . 
The Lord is come ! On Syrian soil 
They who seek the throne of grace 
The sun is sinking fast .... 
Thou art my God ; my soul desires no other 
Thy home is with the humble. Lord . 
To thee, my God, whose presence fills 

What means this glory round our feet 
When my love to Christ grows weak 
When the day of toil is done . . . 
When the Paschal evening fell . . 
When the world around us throws . 
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